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'Yzotes and 'eomment 
B y 
on Anti-Intellectualism 
N o ONE has yet suggested the ad-~ visability of requiring every 
minister to sign an affidavit setting 
forth that he is not now, and never 
has been, an adulterer. Nor has 
• anyone suggested that every mem-
"' ber of the United States Senate 
should swear that he is not now, 
and never has been, an alcoholic. 
Nor is it even demanded that 
every bank president attest that he 
• is not now, and never has been, 
a pathological bettor. 
But a growing number of peo-
ple, and particularly politicians, 
are suggesting not only the advis-
ability but the moral propriety of 
requiring teachers to sign affidavits 
~ attesting to the fact that they are 
not now, and never have been, 
members of the Communist party 
or of any Red-front organization. 
And the teachers, accustomed by 
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now to accepting almost any in-
dignity with a turn of the other 
cheek, have ignominiously cow-
ered beneath the threat. 
It is high time that teachers 
showed a little guts. An honorable 
man or woman takes some insinua-
tions as fighting words and cer-
tainly one of those insinuations is 
that of disloyalty. One is not asked 
to swear that he has not done 
something unless there is, in the 
mind of the questioner, the sus-
picion that he might have done 
it. The very suspicion is an insult 
unless it is based upon the be-
havior of the suspected person. 
God help the teaching profession 
if it has gotten so soft that it will 
no longer fight in defense of its 
honor. 
There are probably Communists 
in the teaching profession, just as 
there are adulterers in the minis-
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try and alcoholics in the Senate 
and pathological gamblers among 
bank presidents. An individual in 
any one of these positions of trust 
whose peculiar sin or peculiar 
weakness makes him unfit for such 
a position ought to be removed. 
But one does not destroy a whole 
profession or a whole institution 
to get rid of a few individuals 
within it. 
Let's be honest about this. The 
great indoor sport of a large part 
of our population has been the 
needling of intellectuals. Let's ad-
mit that more often than not the 
intellectuals have asked for it. But 
let's not forget, either, that the 
minimum requirement for a free 
society is freedom of thought and 
expression. And freedom always 
has its risks. If it's security we 
want, we need only follow the ex-
amples set by Hitler and Stalin 
and the Grand Inquisitors. If it's 
freedom we want, there must be 
freedom for the expression even 
of ·the idea that we hate. Stalin 
is a sword suspended over our 
heads. McCarthy is a cancer eating 
out our insides. 
Hopeful Sign 
THERE may be some validity in 
the thesis that every society re· 
quires a scapegoat upon which it 
can focus the fears, resentments, ~w 
and frustrations that are all a part 
of living in this naughty world. ( 
If that thesis has any value, the 
solution to the problem of per-
secution may lie in removing, as 
far as possible, the conditions 
which lead to fear, resentment, 
and frustration. Perhaps that is ~ 
what has been happening in our 
own southern states. 
It is certainly encouraging to 
note that 1952 was the first year ~ 
in recent history during which'-
there were no lynchings in the 
South and, more than that, it was ~ 
a year of continued progress to-
ward a working arrangement be-
tween the white man and his Ne- J 
gro neighbor. Segregation, it is 
true, is still very much alive in the 
South and there are still those • 
distressing stories of the tragic 
silliness of some of its practises, ,.. 
but the will is there-among both 
whites and Negroes-to find a 
realistic solution to a real prob- • 
lem. 
We are not trying to be mealy-•]
1 
mouthed about this. From the 
viewpoint of the Christian faith, 
we can find no justification for 
any practise or any attitude which 
denies to any man the full dig- ~ 
nity of a child of God. But thei-
Gospel works like a leaven, slowly 
and almost unnoticeably. Over-
night revolution is a Marxian solu-
tion, not a Christian solution to I 
social problems. ~ 
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We look forward to the day 
when the Negro in the South will 
~ have won a place of equal dignity 
and equal rights with the white 
man. We see that day coming and 
..._ every sign points to its coming 
I reasonably soon. The South has it-
~., self rejected its professional Negro-
4 haters, its professional prophets of 
hate. Northern liberals will undo 
much of the quiet, solid work of 
responsible Southern leaders if 
• they attempt to hasten a proc~ss 
~ which only patience and goodwill 
and the salutary work of time can 
l. carry to its fulfillment. 
Meanwhile, it might be remem-
bered that nowhere else in the 
world have two races co-existed 
side by side with as little active 
persecution of the one by the 
other as in ·the American South. 
No would-be Malan has been able 
to do in our South what Malan 
has done in South Africa. No 
Southern Mau Mau has attempted 
a bloody seizure of power. An ac-
curate appraisal of what has hap-
• pened in the South since 1870 
should evoke prayers of gratitude 
for the progress of the past decade 
or so and prayers for guidance of 
both the white man and the Negro 
as they continue their difficult 
-\work of trying to work out a pat-
tern of peaceful co-existence. 
Gasoline and Fire 
ON THE very day that the Chi-cago papers were full of the 
details of another shocking series 
of sex crimes, we noted on the 
shelves at Swanson's Grocery and 
Athletic Club one of those cheap 
little magazines that specialize in 
sex, science, and sickness. On the 
cover was a babe whose dress was 
an example of textile conserva-
tion, and under the port side of 
her keel ran a bright yellow stripe 
bearing the title of the leading ar-
ticle of the issue: "What Can We 
Do About Sex Crimes?" 
If the editors really want to 
know, we would suggest that they 
read an essay entitled "Rabelaisian 
Regrets" by the late Gilbert Keith 
Chesterton. It can be found in 
The Common Man, a collection 
of Chesterton's essays published by 
Sheed and Ward. We would call 
particular attention to Chester-
ton's observation that "there is in 
sex a fury which we can not af-
ford to inflame." That, at least as 
far as a major part of the jour-
nalistic profession is concerned, is 
one very important facet of the 
answer. 
It is significant that when the 
Chicago police moved in on one 
suspected attacker, they found his 
room full of lurid magazines, in-
cluding the one that we have been 
talking about. There can be no 
doubt that he found these maga-
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zines a stimulant to an appetite 
that was already pathological. It 
is no exaggeration to say that the 
purveyors of such reading matter 
belong in the same category with 
marijuana peddlers. 
But that statement is not quite 
accurate. The marijuana peddler 
at least makes no pretense about 
his activities. His offense is there-
fore, if anything, less damnable 
than that of the smart editor or 
publisher who hypocritically capi-
talizes on the commodity he pre-
tends to condemn. The lust of the 
eyes is the vicious counterpart of 
visual education and the publisher 
who panders to lust is as much a 
social mena·ce as is the druggist 
who forges prescriptions for dope. 
These charges are not lightly 
made. A quick check of the read-
ing matter offered for sale at your 
favorite news-stand will confirm 
the existence of an open sewer in 
the publishing racket. This sewer 
is breeding degenerating influ-
ences which a society which is 
concerned with its own health, 
and particularly with that of its 
younger members, can not afford. 
to ignore. 
Family Fun . . . 
W IULE we '\re on the subject .. . .of yisual"- temptation, we. 
would like to pass on some results. 
of a TV survey which Jack Mab- ~ 
ley, of the Chicago Daily News, 
ran around Christmas time. ~ 
Mabley set parents of children 
in 28 Chicago-area homes to moni-
toring children's programs and ~ 
this is what they saw during one .. 
£our-day period which included 
Christmas day: 53 shootings, seven • 
kidnapings, 30 gunfights, 77 mur-
ders, 59 fist-fights, two knifings, 22 j 
sluggings, three whiplashings, two _...., 
poisonings, two bombings, three 
murders by poison dart, a man J. 
hitting another man over the head 
..1. 
with a shovel, a man killed by a 
train that smashed his car, an at-
tempted lynching, a man clawed 
by a tiger, a suicide, and a wide 
variety of other forms of violence. 
One film, advertised as "for the 
whole family," showed two violent ~ 
deaths, laboratory experimenta-
tion in bringing dead persons back .,.. 
to life, the body of a dead woman 
rising from a casket, a plan to 
make an army of dead who would 1 
conquer the world, a body found 
in a car trunk, experiments on "' 
a living man, and two drownings. 
Orr Christmas night, during the 
Lone Ranger show, a villain said, 
just before he shot a man: "Funny 
-the first time you kill somebody 
you get a little sick. Then you get f-
used to it." . 
It should be noted that all of 
these things happened in shows 
that are supposed to be children's 
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• shows. No attempt was made to 
keep track of violence in other 
,. shows which are not billed as chil-
dren's shows but which many chil-
dren undoubtedly see. The whole 
-.. picture, therefore, is considerably 
more disgusting than this one sur-
1 ~ vey indicates. 
What can be done about this 
sort of thing? Well, most of the 
people who sponsor these pro-
grams are trying to sell something. 
Refusal to buy their products 
~ might induce them to change the 
form of their advertising. Firmly-
l, written letters to sponsors are an-
other handy weapon. And always, 
of course, there is the little button 
that turns the set off. 
Huh? 
W HO said this: "\Ve can con-trol wages and everything 
else if we have a strong Presi-
dent"? 
No, not the late Harry Hopkins. 
Nor Oscar Ewing. No, not Wayne 
Morse, either. The correct answer 
is the Hon. Homer Earl Capehart, 
senior senator from Indiana and 
veteran critic of federal controls 
and big government. Nice to be 
on the other side of the fence for 
a change, isn't it, Homer? 
Correspondence File 
A BRIEF vacation has given us the spare time to weed out ac-
cumulated correspondence which 
probably should have been an-
swered some time ago. 
An anonymous letter here reads: 
"THE CRESSET is anti-German and 
thus plays into the hands of inter-
national Communism." Kretz-
mann, Strietelmeier, Hoffmann, 
Krueger, and Koenker anti-Ger-
man? Go soak your head. 
Letter here says that the CRESSET 
is too flippant. Letter under it says 
that the CRESSET is too heavy. 
Reader A, meet Reader B. 
Here's a demand that we rally 
to the support of the gold stand-
ard. This goes into the "Causes 
That May Be All Right But We're 
Not Going to Commit Ourselves 
to Them" file, along with the let-
ters from the vegetarians, the anti-
vivisectionists, the friends of Sa-
rawak, and the Protestants and 
Other Americans United for Sepa-
ration of Church and State. 
Quite a lot of poetry down near 
the bottom of the stack. Must re-
member to check on whether An-
thony Hope ever did any time as 
a poetry editor. He is credited 
with having observed that "un-
less one is a genius, it is best to 
aim at being intelligible." Another 
question: who started this "boom-
belch-earwig" movement in poe-
try? It should be possible to say 
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whatever needs to be said without 
imitating machinery or resorting 
to post-prandial noises. 
Bottom of the stack. Man in 
California wants to know when 
we are going to condemn women's 
smoking. Aside from the fact that 
we recognize the inconsistency of 
our writing such an editorial with 
a cigar in our teeth, we wonder 
how long it will be until the 
blight of ,Puritanism finally dries 
up. Men still want laws, a check-
list of things to do to get to 
Heaven. Obeying a law is so much 
easier (because it allows more 
place for pride) than is accepting 
unmerited grace. No one, man or 
woman, ought to ask whether it 
is wrong to smoke. The proper 
question is: How would my smok-
ing show love and gratitude to 
the gracious Father who gave His 
Son into death for my sins? 
But the Expense Is Too Great 
ONE of our contributors has written us about one of his 
friends, a student at one of the 
state universities, who was busy 
taking notes in a chemistry lecture 
when suddenly his attention was 
distracted by a remark of the pro-
fessor. 
The professor was explaining 
how the alchemists had tried, for 
centuries, to change base metals 
into gold, an attempt which has 
finally been brought to successful 
conclusion in our own day. What 
struck the student, though, was 
the professor's observation that, 
while the thing is possible, it is not 
practical, because "the expense is 
too great." 
There would appear to be in 
these matter-of-fact words, casual-
ly spoken, the theme for some seri-
ous thought in these days of Lent. 
It has been said that God loved 
rebellious man so much that He 
could not wish to live without 
Him. Others have said that God 
had to redeem men to re-assert the 
integrity of His creation. But 
might it not be closer to the truth 
). 
to admit that, however much God 
may love His creation and how- ~ 
ever much more whol'e this planet 
of ours has been since Calvary, "" 
"the expense was too great" to be 
justified on any basis other than 
that of love and mercy? ~ 
It is hard to see what God • I 
would have lost if this little planet 
of ours, and the wicked little bi-
peds who inhabit it, had been re-
turned to the nothingness from 
which they came. There would 
still be galaxy upon galaxy to 
praise Him and on innumerab~e 
balls of rock and water the AI~ 
mighty might have fashioned a 
home for a better race than ours. 
And God knew it. 
.,. 
... 
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But God is love. And until we 
know what is possible and what is 
impossible to love, we shall not 
know why God bothered to re-
deem what He might so much 
more easily have simply destroyed. 
By all rules of logic and economics, 
"the cost was too great." But love 
lies beyond logic and economics. 
And it is simply because God is 
always motivated in everything by 
love that His ways have been, and 
must remain, mysterious. 
What's Wrong With France? 
1fT IS easy to forget that the close 
Jl working relationship among 
Great Britain, France, and the 
United States is a comparatively 
new thing, dating back perhaps 
fifty or sixty years. Before that, 
Great Britain, at least, had been 
closer to Germany than it was 
to France and even the United 
States, despite its memories of 
Lafayette and its latent Anglo-
phobia, had never been able to 
warm up to a nation which the 
masses of the American people 
_. considered composed of libertines 
and atheists in approximately 
equal numbers. 
It is not surprising, therefore, 
that both Americans and English-
men find the behavior of the 
French since World War II ex-
asperating. Much has been written 
and said in both countries about 
the decadence of the French peo-
ple, about the softness of their 
moral fiber, and about the unde-
pendability of their political struc-
ture. The objective observer would 
have to grant at least the partial 
validity of all of these criticisms. 
He would also, however, have to 
say a few words in defense of the 
French people and of their gov-
ernment. 
He would have to point out, for 
instance, that France is not blessed 
with even so narrow a water body 
as the English channel to insulate 
her against the waves of violence 
that periodically thrust their way 
westward from central and eastern 
Europe. The possibility of victory 
in a general European war simply 
no longer exists for the French 
for she must admit, like Pyrrhus, 
that if she wins one more war as 
she won the last two, she will be 
undone. 
Casualty figures for the two 
world wars may serve to indicate 
what these two ventures in world 
pacification cost the French. In 
looking at the figures, it should be 
remembered that the population 
of France is approximately equal 
to that of England and less than 
one-third that of the United States. 
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Missing and 
Dead Wounded Prisoners • 
France .. . .......... . .... 1,385,ooo 3·044,000 446,ooo 
Great Britain •• • •• 0 ••• • •• 947,000 2,122,000 192,000 
U.S. A. • 0 • • •••••• 0 •••••• 115,000 206,ooo 4·500 
WoRLD WAR II 
France ••••• 0 •••••••••••• 250,000 400,000 1,500,000 
Great Britain ••• 0 •• 0 ••• 0. 244·723 277,090 233·444 
U.S. A. • • •••• • •••• 0 • • 0 •• 325,464 669,429 . . .. . ... 
Since World War II, France has 
been engaged in "little wars" in 
many parts of her empire, partic-
ularly in the Far East. The drain 
upon her life and resources has 
thus been a continuing thing. 
So much blood drained out of a 
nation in so short a time could 
very easily produce a condition of 
national shock not unlike that 
which afflicts the body of a sorely-
wounded soldier. Until we have 
experienced like catastrophes, we 
are hardly entitled to pass judg-
ment. 
But an understanding sympathy 
with France's sufferings need not 
prevent us from being realistic in 
our plans for the defense of the 
West. If France either can not or 
will not carry the burdens which 
the Western world finds it neces-
sary to ask her to assume, then 
we must look elsewhere. In our 
judgment, the harsh realities of 
the situation demand that we en-
list the might of Germany on our 
side, in whatever degree the Ger-
mans are willing to cooperate with 
us. And this the French are going .# 
to have to understand. No one ex-
pects an injured half-back to play. J. 
But the injured player has no 
right to complain if the coach 
sends in a substitute whom he tA. 
does not like. 
Crikey! 
W E NEARLY popped our black eye-patch the other day 
when, glancing up from our but-
terfly collection, our uncovered 
eye chanced upon a full-page ad of • 
the Hathaway people which bore 
the disturbing caption: "Never 
wear a white shirt before sun-
down." It being only three p.m. 
at the time, we hastily threw an 
old Royal Horse Guards tunic ;.. 
over the shirt (white) that we were 
wearing and read on to find out >--
when and why midday white had 
become demode. 
The apparent reason would 
..J 
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seem to be two-fold: a) white 
shirts look clean in the morning 
but by afternoon they get soiled 
at the collar and cuffs ("This looks 
awful"-Hathaway); and b) wear-
ing a white shirt at the office is 
like wearing a uniform-a pitiful 
abdication of individuality. 
The arguments, hochgeboren 
gentlemen, do not hold water. If 
the peasants in the Hathaway of-
fice do, indeed, wear the same 
white shirt all day long, we do 
not doubt that they "look awful." 
But what well-dressed man does 
wear the same white shirt all day 
long? As for the second argument, 
a shirt is, after all, a weak and 
paltry thing for expressing indi-
Yiduality. Our own office garb-
red tarboosh, waistcoat of Stuart 
tartan, swallow tail coat, and 
jodhpurs-has never been consid-
ered drab by our associates, de-
spite the fact that we consistently 
wear a white shirt with it. 
Better try again, boys! And 
don't forget the tarboosh. 
Apprehension for April 
So long insistent Winter flung his roar 
Of arrogance against my creaking door, 
And cinctured fire-lit rooms with curtained squares 
Of gloom, that time seemed stricken by his dares. 
As night bestows brief slumber on my lands, 
It comes to me extending empty hands 
For I plumb dreamless dark remembering 
That with the dawn I should hear April sing. 
Will she come pirouetting through pink haze 
To fling her brilliant blossoms to the days? 
Or will she falter, finding music lost, 
Beholding stricken flowers black with frost? 
Tomorrow April comes ... in fear I wait 
For sound of silver sandals at Dawn's gate. 
RAMONA VERNON 
The Hungry Giant 
By JOHN STRIETELMEIER 
A Few Generalizations Concerning the Economic Condition 
of the U.S .S.R . 
CI~REN KIERKEGAARD tells the story of the liberal Swedish bishop who 
0 was famed far and wide for his eloquence and who, on this par-
ticular occasion, was holding forth on the horrors of hell. So vivid 
were his descriptions that his audience was terror-stricken and there 
was danger that some of the women might faint dead away. The 
danger of such a thing happening was, however, averted when, in 
concluding his remarks, the bishop advised his audience not to let 
what he had said bother them too much "because, you know, it may 
not be true at all." 
The geographer who attempts to assess the strengths and weak-
nesses of the U.S.S.R. finds himself in a position comparable to that 
of the bishop. It is possible, by much reading and much poring over 
statistical tables, to arrive at some conclusions about the Russian 
economy which one would be willing to offer as reasonable in the 
light of the known facts. It is not so ea·sy to offer, as evidence in sup-
port of one's conclusions, statistics which one would be willing to 
back up as wholly accurate and representative of individual elements 
within the economy at any given moment. 
Certain noteworthy facts are, of course, common knowledge. Most 
important of these "reference-book facts" for our purposes is the sheer 
size of the U.S.S.R. Spread like a huge mantle over the northern 
reaches of the European and Asiatic land masses, the land of the 
Soviets is almost half a million square miles larger than the United 
States, Canada, Alaska, and Mexico combined-far and away the largest 
single political unit on earth and second only to the Commonwealth 
of Nations in total area. It should be noted, however, that a very 
10 
• 
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considerable part of this vast area is unusable or largely unusable by 
reason of a too-short growing season, or lack of water, or inadequate 
drainage, or too rugged terrain. To a very considerable extent, the 
physical-limitations under which the country suffers are those result-
ing from two aspects of her location-the high latitudes into which 
the upper one-third of the counu-y extends, and the distance from 
the Atlantic Ocean (which is the ultimate source of most of Russia's 
rainfall) which is reflected in a general insufficiency of rainfall in the 
whole country except for the northwestern half of European Russia. 
Even after one has spent several years in the study of Russian geog-
raphy, it comes as a surprise to note again that the Black Sea (which 
marks the southernmost boundary of European Russia) lies along the 
latitude of Minneapolis and Saint Paul. This means, naturally, that 
most Russians live in latitudes comparable to those between Minne-
sota and the middle of Hudson Bay. (Moscow itself is in the latitude 
of middle Labrador or Ketchikan, Alaska.) Such comparisons are not 
altogether accurate, it must be admitted, because other influences tend 
to moderate the climate of European Russia but even with these 
moderating influences there remain strong similarities between the 
climates of European Russia and those of these rather rigorous 
northerly lands of North America. 
Most important from the economic standpoint, the combination 
of high latitude and interior location imposes strong limitations upon 
agriculture. Estimates of the area of agricultural land in the U.S.S.R-
vary considerably. Numerous Russian and non-Russian estimates put 
the area of cropland at something like half a million square miles, 
or roughly one-sixteenth of the total area of the country. Compared 
to the United States, the Russians have only around so,ooo square 
miles of cropland more than that of the United States although the 
United States is only 43 per cent as large as the U.S.S.R. How much 
additional land might be made available for cultivation would, of 
course, depend upon how much the Soviet government would be 
willing to spend to irrigate dry lands and to drain swamplands. Even 
here, however, it should be noted that even the most stupendous 
irrigation and drainage systems can reclaim only infinitely small per-
centages of the total area of any given dry or wet land, and then 
only at a cost which is likely to make costs of production too high 
for effective competition with the production of non-reclaimed agri-
cultural lands. 
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Many writers have noted the limitations upon Russian agriculture \ 
and the difficulties and dangers that have been associated with it. ~ 
Even the greater part of the great southern wheat lands-lands that 
are often credited with the finest soils in the world-lies under the 
constant threat of drought and the attendant menace of crop failure . 
In the region east of Stalingrad, for instance, only five good crop 
years were experienced during the period between the two world wars. 
During the same time, there were three years of complete crop failure. 
Persistent rumors from eastern Europe in the years immediately fol-
lowing World War II justify the supposition that crop failures have 
occurred since the war also and that the satellite countries have been 
forced to help make up the food deficit of the U.S.S.R. 
In addition to the natural factors which produce periodic crop fail· 
ures, the Russians have for centuries suffered from the lack of a well-
organized transportation system. Thus it has happened that parts of ..J 
the country have suffered from food shortages while other parts pro-
duced bumper crops but lacked transportation facilities for distribut-
ing the crops to the areas where they were needed. It is not known ;. 
with any degree of certainty how fully the pre-war railroad system 
(which was badly damaged by the Germans) has been restored. It is 
possible that the Russians still have a major transportation problem, 
a problem not only for the distribution of their agricultural products 
but also for the assembly and distribution of other goods. 
Certainly the Russian transportation system falls far short of what 
we or any western European country would consider satisfactory. It 
is true that they have the great rivers and that they use them to a 
far greater extent than we use ours. It is also true that even these 
great rivers are of limited usability. Generally speaking, the rivers of 
Asiatic Russia are of limited usability because they flow from south 
to north, thus freezing up first and thawing out last at their mouths. 
Even the Volga, the greatest of all Russian rivers, is a problem river 
because, flowing as it does from humid lands into dry lands, it loses 
a great deal of water by evaporation in its lower course and thus 
tends to deposit sand in its bed and widen out at the expense of J... 
depth. 
The railroad network, before the war, was another problem. lt 
would be difficult, under any circumstances, to bind together the vast 
areas of the Soviet Union with an adequate railway system. In 
actuality, only the southwestern part of the country (the Ukraine) 
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could be described as adequately served by railroads with fair coverage 
over that part of the Soviet Union which lies to the west of the Volga. 
Beyond the Volga, the rail lines are few and far between· w1th whole 
vast areas still inaccessible by ~ail. The best evidence ·of the inadeqmiey 
of the Soviet railroad system· is offered by a comparison of Russian 
railway mileage (66,ooo) to that of the United States (227,700). And 
what is true of rail lines is even more true · of 'highways. The problem 
of internal transport is still one of the biggest problems confronting 
the Russian people and, until it is solved, the Russian giant will suf-
fer from weaknesses comparable to those which disturb the human 
body when its arterial system fails to carry blood to the many organs 
of the body. 
Important as agriculture and transportation are, however, it is in 
the industrial structure of the U.S.S.R. that we see most clearly 
the strengths, actual and potential, and the weaknesses of the Russian 
state. Damon Runyon once wrote that "the race is not always to the 
swiftest-but that's the way to place your bets" and with something 
of the same cynicism we might say that victory in a cold or hot war 
does not necessarily go to the country with the greatest industrial 
potential-but, again, that's the way to place your bets. -For without 
minimizing the importance of ideological and spiritual factors and 
without ruling out the possibility of Divine intervention in the strug-
gles among nations, there is still compelling evidence that history, if 
not God, is on the side of the heaviest battalions. And in modern war-
fare, the heaviest battalions are not those on the battlefield but those 
in shops and mills and mines. 
In attempting to assess the industrial potential of the U.S.S.R., it 
is again necessary to insert a warning. There are undoubtedly those 
in the service of our government who know with a high degree of 
accuracy what the Russians are producing and where. It is possible 
that the sources which have supplied the figures for this analysis are 
wholly accurate. It .is also possible that there is at least some measure 
of inaccuracy in the figures which I have compiled. The only authen-
ticity which I can claim is whatever authenticity may be conferred 
by agreement among numerous sources. 
Three sets of figures are most valuable in suggesting comparisons 
between the industrial potential of the U.S.S.R. and that of the United 
States. It might be well to get these figures before us before we attempt 
to discuss them: 
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United States 
Tons 
Coal Production (average 1940-47) .... 6oo,ooo,ooo plus 
Iron Ore Production (1948) .......... 103,50o,ooo 






If we look first at the figures for coal production, it will be noted 
that we produce four times as much coal as do the Russians. It is 
probably true that we use more coal for non-metallurgical purposes 
than do the Russians (who rely much more than we do upon wood). 
but neither of us uses more than a small fraction of the coal for 
non-industrial purposes. It should also be noted that coal production 
ordinarily reflects immediate demand. Coal is not mined ordinarily 
to be stockpiled for any long period of time. And finally it should 
be noted that neither the United States nor the U.S.S.R. produces any 
considerable amount of coal for export. In the light of these con-
siderations, it would therefore seem accurate to say that the produc-
tion of coal reflects almost entirely the more or less immediate require-
ments of the industrial plants of the two countries. If it could be sup-
posed that the industrial plants of both countries were, in 1940-1947• 
producing at a level close to capacity, the conclusion would be that 
the industrial capacity of the United States far exceeds that of the 
U.S.S.R. 
It is true that at least Poland and Czechoslovakia, among the satel-
lite countries, have ranked as fairly important coal producers and 
it may be that Russian coal production has been supplemented by 
imports from these countries. On the other hand, both of these two 
countries have large industrial plants of their own and it would seem 
more probable that the Russians would take the finished products of 
these plants rather than take large quantities of the fuel which keeps 
the plants operating. Finished goods are normally more valuable than 
raw materials or fuels. 
The iron ore production prov.ides another useful clue to Russian 
industrial potential. Here again, there may have been some importing 
from satellite countries (Czechoslovakia, Hungary, Poland, and Ro-
mania all produce some iron ore) but the amount in total would be 
only about three million tons. Of course, the Russians have never 
relied as thoroughly as we have upon mechanized equipment but even 
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• U.S.S.R. was producing less iron ore in 1948 than France produced 
in a typical pre-war year. And even if we were to be very generous 
and assume that Russian iron ore production had doubled since 1948 
(which it very probably has not), she would still be producing con-
siderably less than half of what we produce. 
That brings us to a consideration of what many authorities con-
sider the most reliable gauge of a nation's industrial stature, its pro-
duction of steel. At this point, it might be interesting to run through 
a few figures on steel production by various countries to get an over-
view of the situation before and after World War II. The figures for 
1937 are those of the American Iron and Steel Institute and the fig-
ures for 1948 are from the statistical office of the United Nations: 
The United States . .... . ...... . ... . 
The U.S.S.R. . ...... . ... . .. .. .. . . . 
Great Britain ... . ... . ............ . 
France . .... . ..... . ... . ... . . .. .. . . 













A glance a t these figures will serve to emphasize again the fact which 
by now has become a truism, that the industrial giant of Europe is 
not the U.S.S.R. but that far smaller corner .of Europe which lies be-
tween the Elbe and the Scottish highlands-a corner which, unfor-
tunately, is as politically fragmented as it is economically and cultur-
ally interdependent. The Schumann plan is, therefore, more than an 
idealistic scheme for minimizing conflicts in the 'Vest. It is the essen-
tial core of the only sort of unified Western economy that can success-
fully offset the industrial potential of the U.S.S.R. as it affects West 
European power politics. British cooperation in the plan would tip 
the scales heavily in favor .of the West. 
A fully accurate picture of Russian steel production would, of 
course, include also the productions of Czechoslovakia, Poland, and 
Hungary. Taken together, however, these three countries produce only 
.,~ about six million tons of steel. Thus the U.S.S.R. and its satellites 
produced, in 1!)48, about as much steel as our two states of Ohio 
and Indiana. 
One final set of comparative production figures may be significant 
in our analysis-the figures for petroleum production. In looking at 
16 The CRESSET 
these figures, the reader will, of course, bear in mind that the U.S.S.R. 
has few passenger cars, that its armed forces are much less mechanized 
than ours, that oil for home heating is practically unknown, and 
that the whole scheme of Russian life and the Russian economy relies 
much less heavily upon petroleum than we do. Nevertheless, the fig-
ures provide quite a surprise. The date of these figures is 1948, the 
last year for which I was able to find reasonably accurate statistics on 
Russian production. In that year, then, the United States produced 
1,201,6oo,ooo barrels of crude oil, almost six times the Russian pro-
duction of 21o,ooo,ooo barrels. And it is significant to note that our 
1948 production fell far short of the tremendous production of the 
war years while Russian production in the same year stood close to 
an all-time high. These statistics may lend credence to Dr. William 
McGovern's prediction of a year or two ago that World War III will 
be heralded by a Russian thrust into the oil-rich lands of the Middle 
East. It is hard to see how she could keep any considerable motor-
ized force on the move for any length of time unless she found sup-
plementary oil. At the same time, it is hard to see how we could main-
tain our petroleum-hungry armed services without the supplies of 
oil which we get from many widely-scattered parts of the world, par-
ticularly from Arabia and the Persian Gulf. 
In discussing all of these resources, I have deliberately avoided going 
into the question of reserves because, particularly in the case of the 
U.S.S.R., there are no solid grounds for accepting or rejecting a 
reserve figure. It may very well be, as the Russians cla.im, that <they 
have the greatest coal reserves of the world up in the forested country 
of Asiatic Russia. It may be that they have discovered a tremendous 
new oil field between the Volga and the Urals. It may be that lands 
still unexplored within the Soviet Union will show vast reserves of iron 
and its alloys. The point is that none of these (with the possible 
exception of the Volga-Urals oil field) is presently contributing to 
the Russian economy. Nor have I been able, in the space available, 
to go into such important matters as the location of the mineral 
resources (many of which are vulnerably situated with respect to ex-
posed frontiers or in hard-to-get-at locations) or the difficulties of 
exploiting some of the deposits. If I may be permitted to express 
a conclusion without presenting the evidence which leads me to it, 
I should say that the Russians, whatever the potential wealth of their 
land may be; have so far been exulting over what we would probably 
J 
" I 
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exception to this generalization would be the rich agricultural and 
mineral lands of the Ukraine. Perhaps it is not altogether surpr.ising k 
_ that the Ukraine has been the least enthusiastic republic in its sup-
port of the Communist regime. It might feel somewhat like the intel-
ligent, hard-working man who has been called upon, for too 101~?; . 
to support a not-too-bright and not-too-industrious brother-in-law. 
.. To round off this all too brief look at l~ussian resources, a few 
words need to be said about the greatest of all national resources, 
the people. It is not within the competence of a geographer to assay 
·' the ideological, moral, and spiritual qualities of a people, important 
as they are. It might merely be said that there is no great amount of 
evidence to suggest that the masses of the Russian and non-Russian 
people within the U.S.S.R. are dissatisfied with the present regime 
and it would be altogether reasonable to suppose that by far the 
greater number of the people of the U.S.S.R. see the present regime 
~ as a highly desirable contrast to the Tsarist regime. The Ukraine, 
again, may be an exception, but it appears that the greater number 
of the Russian people are far better off physically, at least, under the 
Communists than they or their fathers were under the Tsars. Today 
there are around two hundred million people within the boundaries 
of the U.S.S.R. They are reproducing at a rate almost double that 
of the United States. What this portends for the future is suggested 
by the fact that the Soviet State appears already to have a problem 
• of maintaining a reasonable standard of living for its people. Unless 
it may be assumed that the country's resource base will grow at a 
rate equal to 'that of its population, we would have to assume that 
the Russians will find it more and more difficult to maintain their 
present standard of living. This could lead to the sort of demands 
for Lebensraum that we used to hear from Berlin and Rome and 
Tokyo. 
So what does all of this add up to? There .is no denying that the 
Soviet Union is an economic giant, a giant which may still be far 
from realizing its full economic potential. At the same time, this giant 
J is the victim of many and serious nutritional deficiencies. We can 
take these deficiencies either as a source of comfort or as a threat. 
The weak spots in the Soviet economy may serve to deter the U.S.S.R. 
• from embarking upon a war in which she would face the overwhelm-
ing might of the United States and western Europe. On the other 
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hand, it is true ,of nations as of individuals that wants lead to covetous-
ness and covetousness leads to robbery. Faced with a disunited free 
world, the Russian giant may hope to play off the uncertainty and 
indecision of the wealthier nations against their greater economic v 
power. Her location makes it easy for her to probe and thrust in 
many widely scattered parts of the European and Asiatic continents 
and her tremendous size gives her ample space to run an invader 
ragged in case of attack. Her diplomacy, since World War II, has 
shrewdly played up her strong points and just as shrewdly concealed 
her weaknesses. A realistic American foreign policy would pay less 
attention to what the Russians say and would give more attention to 
capitalizing on weaknesses which are known and which, properly ex-
ploited, could reduce the threat of additional Russian expansion. 
A Selected Bibliography Which the Author Has Found Valuable ~ 
for Information on the Economy of the U.S.S.R. ~ 
Balzak, Vasyutin, and Feigin. Economic Geography of the USSR. Macmillan. 
A Russian source, translated under the auspices of the American Council 
of Learned Societies. Skip the ideology and read the statistics. 
Schwartz. Russia's Soviet Economy. Prentice Hall. One of the best and prob-
ably the clearest for non-professionals. 
Crankshaw. Cracks in the Kremlin Wall. Viking. A well-reasoned and opti-
mistic (from our standpoint) appraisal of the weakness~s of the Soviet 
economy. 
Mirov. Geography of Russia. Wiley. A clear and reasonably thorough regional 
study of the U.S.S.R. As good a book as any for getting a general picture 
of the country. 
Cressey. The Basis of Soviet Strength. McGraw-Hill. Dr. Cressey was already 
studying the U.S.S.R. when most Americans couldn't have guessed the loca-
tion of Stalingrad. 
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Comes the Revolution 
By THEODORE J. KLEINHANS 
ONE of these mornings not too many months distant, the 
free world's breakfasters will read 
a newspaper with the headlines, 
"UNCLE JOE DIES: Old Age 
and Complications: Successor Un-
named." And within twelve hours, 
even with rigid press control, all 
the republics of the USSR and all 
the satellite countries will know 
of Stalin's death. 
In the eastern world, the first 
reaction will be one of grief, of 
sincere grief. Totally apart from 
"" what his political machine has 
wreaked, Joseph Stalin is an idol 
whom the man-on-the-street 
adores. The common folk up and 
down the Communist lands hate 
the regime, the NKVD, the kolk-
hoz, the army rule, but they love 
... the person of Joseph Stalin, in the 
same way that many a Southerner, 
in the days of the Civil War, loved 
~ Abraham Lincoln, though detest-
ing many of the things he did. 
Stalin of the school texts or 
Stalin of the movie screen is a 
loving old grandfather. In such 
a film as the "Fall of Berlin," one 
of the Russian trucolor extrav-
agances that rivals even "Quo 
Vadis," Uncle Joe wrests Berlin 
from Hitler almost singlehanded. 
A Western viewer, watching Stalin 
kneel in the orchard as he tends 
his fruit trees, hands dirty but 
uniform snow-white, cannot but 
laugh, but a Russian viewer, 
drugged by the odor of the apple 
blossoms and the warbling of the 
larks and the white magic of that 
famous mustache, recognizes in his 
leader the supreme savior of man-
kind. 
Once those headlines hit print, 
or the news is smuggled in by 
secret radio, every satellite boss 
will linger long over the morning 
coffee, wondering whether he had 
better catch the next flight to 
Moscow. If the dynamite explodes, 
he wants to be a long haul from 
Prague or Budapest. And in Mos-
cow, every member of the Polit-
buro will look askance at · the 
rumored successor. Unfortunately 
for Uncle Joe, he dare not name 
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a successor while he still lives, for 
the power of his government still 
lies in the people's personal loy-
alty, a loyalty to a person and not 
to a regime. 
If Stalin were to cast his mantle 
upon a new pretender before his 
death, the reactions would doubt-
less shiver the whole USSR, and 
split off at least two or three of 
the satellites, especially Albania, 
Hungary, and Czechoslovakia. But 
if Stalin does not establish a suc-
cessor, then the slightest hint of 
wrangling within the 1Politburo 
will touch a match to powder that 
has long lain dry and waiting, in 
a bolshevik crowd where differ-
ences of opinion, however care-
fully guarded and reasoned, have 
always meant death. 
Russia is a land of two hundred 
and twenty million people, only 
eighty million of them Russian. 
She counts more than 180 lan-
guages her own, many of them 
comprehensible to one another, 
but each with its own literary and 
cultural and social allegiances, be 
they Ukrainian or Georgian or 
Ruthenian or Muscovitic. They 
do not all kowtow to Moscow. The 
Ukrainians, who built lily bowers 
to welcome the invading Nazi 
troops and hailed them as deliver-
ers after the German withdrawal 
~aw one of every ten of their men· 
folk ·shoi,· on Moscow .orders, . a·s 
reprisal. Those wounds will never 
heal, nor will those of others who 
have suffered similarly. 
The Russian populace, resigned 
perhaps but not happy, mirrors 
its attitude only rarely. But in 
brief glimpses, even if they are 
only obscure want ads in Pravda 
j 
or IsvestiaJ they reflect a living 
attitude. Consider the want ad, 
for example, of the Moscow secre-
tary who wants to trade her bed, 
"with half of private window sill, 
for similar luxury in Odessa," or 
the scientist who offers to trade, 
but not sell, a microscope, in ex-
change for other laboratory equip-
ment. The girl prizes as a jewel 
of great price her half a window 
sill; to the researcher, rubles alone 
are of no value-one cannot buy 
what is not being manufactured 
and sold. 
,. I 
According to reports from re-
turning prisoners of war, these 
days the Russian officials rate two 
automobiles instead of one. Pro-
duction has not increased, nor do 
the officials travel more. But be-
cause of the worker's discontent 
and slovenly work, the owner must 
reckon that one car will constant-
ly be in the garage, under repair. 
Therefore new cars leave the fac-
tory in pairs. 
In the satellite galaxy, the pop-
ularity of the regime, apart from 
that of Stalin, drags its tail even 
deeper. in the dust. When slanted 
toward the outside world, propa- • 
... 
• 
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ganda often carries its own weight, 
but inside a country, it boom-
erangs. When a Czech hears of 
the wonderful production and 
morale in the Tatra factory, and 
then learns the truth from a cou-
sin who works there, he discounts 
not only that one piece of propa-
ganda, but any more that may be 
forthcoming. He himself saw the 
Russian army advance in 1945, 
half naked and starved, unmotor-
ized except for an occasional 
American truck or the wreck of 
a Nazi lorry. In mountain pass 
after mountain pass, he saw a 
three-man squad of German ma-
chine gunners hold a whole bat-
talion at bay, for lack of Russian 
courage and equipment. 
He talks with his relatives, who 
are far worse off in a kolkhoz than 
when they owned and worked 
their own soil. He watches the 
production rate decline, in pro-
portion to man-hours worked, even 
with all the new machinery. He 
hears how terrified the Jews grow, 
seeing that many from their faith 
have wangled minor posts in the 
secret police, where, comes the re-
volution, they will doubtless bring 
down a full scale pogrom on the 
heads of all their race. 
Over the back fence, or out 
fishing, he chats with his neighbor. 
"Hear the latest, Jan? The Amer-
icans have thirty divisions in Ba-
varia, all set to march, the minute 
Stalin dies." This, and rumors like 
it, mostly untrue, symbolize the 
general feeling, even in areas 
where feeling no longer should 
exist. And as an inducement to 
the veteran Ananias, the rumor-
monger, the blackout of Western 
news prevents the local authorities 
from denying the word-of-mouth 
reports. 
If the Curtain actually is so 
undermined by rust that the death 
of Stalin may topple it, what plans 
should a Western Christian be 
adopting? Or should he merely sit 
and wait? 
Opportunities for mission work 
in Russia, dependent entirely on 
what happens there if Stalin does 
not extend his present three score 
years and twelve, by reason of his 
strength, to fourscore, must be met 
with forethought and prepared-
ness. A chance hit and miss policy, 
a riding the Christian tide into 
Japan after a dozen other church 
groups have kicked dust in our 
faces, could not be thought of in 
any terms as a progressive and 
well reasoned program. A church-
man who sees only present need 
and not future possibility-or a 
businessman or banker or diplo-
mat-had better pass his leader-
ship to more far-seeing eyes. 
More than one young seminar-
ian has dreamed of Russia as a 
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Lutheran battlefront, and of those 
who have made at least a begin-
ning in its language, two now 
practise it occasionally among the 
White Russian emigrees in the 
Philippines. The Russians there, 
you will recall, twice fled before 
the bolshevik prairie fire, once in 
the twenties, finding a haven in 
China, and once more in the for-
ties. But two swallows do not 
make a summer. And a Lutheran 
pastor, not knowing the language, 
might just as well stay home, at 
least until he's had ten months 
of intensive training. 
In czarist days, Lutheranism al-
ways played the role of conscience 
to the Russian Orthodox Church, 
and no other Protestant body 
could touch it for size or influence. 
Now, as a church unit though not 
as individuals, Lutheranism in 
Russia is dead. For most purposes, 
so is the Russian Orthodox 
Church, even though its doors still 
swing open and its incense rises 
from the censers. 
Of all the Christian groups he 
knew, for its spirit and its devo-
tion Martin Luther praised none 
so highly as the Orthodox. At one 
period he even hoped to include 
it in a huge family of all believers, 
a hope he never expressed about 
Rome or Geneva. Liturgically, Lu-
theranism has always been a blood 
brother of the East, as anyone who 
listens to the Prussian or Thurin-
gian order of service must attest. 
Besides the chants, the Russian 
Church has also issued to Luther-
ans many of its early chorales, on 
permanent loan. Not for these rea-
sons, however, so much as for the 
real need of the Gospel in Russia 
must American Lutheranism re-
pay its debt to Russian believers. 
And if God should ever part the 
folds of the Curtain, the Church 
of Luther must not wait a decade 
to move. 
If you want to get rich from writing, write the sort of 
thing that's read by persons who move their lips when 




The Land of the Winds 
By FREDERICK PAGE 
BALTIC breezes sweep freely over the isles, the coasts, the wood-
ed landscapes of Estonia, though 
this northernmost of the three 
Baltic republics now lies captive 
behind the western ramparts of 
the Soviet Union. Tuulemaa, the 
land of the winds, it is called by 
Gustav Suits, the dean of Estonian 
poets. Tulemaa, the land of fire, 
we might also call it, for in the 
spirit of its people burns not only 
the love of freedom but also the 
tuli, the light, of an old but little-
recognized heritage of both en-
lightenment and folk culture. 
The continuity between old tra-
ditions and modern culture may 
be felt among the Estonians more 
strongly than in most other Eu-
ropeans peoples today. The Esto-
nians, despite their non-Indo-
European tongue, are, like their 
Finnish cousins, culturally and 
politically a western nation. Yet, 
where much of the western world 
may speak of Orpheus, Poly-
hymnia or the Muses, Estonians 
today personify their musical spirit 
in the name of Vanemuine. 
23 
Vanemuine is one of the Kale-
vid, or semi-divine personages, of 
the old mythology. It was Vanaisa 
(vana: old, isa: father) who made 
the earth. The Kalevid were his 
servants. The oldest of the Kalevid 
was Vanemuine, whom Vanaisa 
had made like an old man, with 
grey hair and beard, bestowing on 
him the wisdom of age. But Vane-
muine's heart was young, and he 
had the power of singing and mak-
ing melodies. The Old Father gave 
ear to his sage counsel, and when 
care brought wrinkles to Vanaisa's 
brow, Vanemuine would play his 
wonderful harp and sing his en-
chanting songs. 
Long ago, says the Estonian 
myth, • men and beasts spoke the 
same tongue. Even today there are 
wise man who know the language 
of the animals and can converse 
with them. But that tongue was 
just for everyday use, for the com-
mon things of life. 
One day all the animals were 
summoned together to learn the 
•The Song of Vanemuine, translated 
by Dr. Elmar Jarvesoo and the writer. 
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festive language, which is singing, 
so that they could rejoice among 
themselves and praise the gods. All 
that had life and soul gathered on 
the holy mount of Tartu, where 
grew a sacred oak grove. Then a 
thrilling, rustling sound filled the 
air, and Vanemuine descended to 
earth. 
Vanemuine stroked his wavy 
hair and beard and put his gar-
ments in order. He cleared his 
throat and tuned his harp. First 
he played a prelude, and then he 
sang a song of praise that sank 
deeply into the hearts of all his 
hearers, and most of all into his 
own. Stillness ruled over all those 
gathered there. Even Emajogi, the 
Mother River, ceased to flow. The 
forest, the animals and the birds 
listened closely. Even Koversilm, 
the wood spirit, peered out be-
tween the trees. 
But not all those present could 
understand everything. The trees 
of the oak grove remembered the 
rustling of Vanemuine's descent, 
and if you walk through the woods 
and hear this rustling, then you 
may know that the divinity is 
near. Emajogi retained the sound 
of the rustling garments, and every 
spring when she rejoices over her 
new youth, she rushes and plays 
in imitation. The wind gave heed 
to the higher tones. Some beasts 
were struck by the ring of Vane-
muine's voice and others by the 
melody. The songbirds, especially ~I 
the nightingale and the lark, re-
membered the prelude. But the 
poor fish suffered a great misfor- ~ 
tune: they pushed their heads out .1 
of the water as far as the eyes but 
forgot their ears behind them in ~,.. 
the water. They saw the motions 
of Vanemuine's lips and imitated 
them, but they remained silent. 
Only man understood all; there-
fore it is his song which penetrates 
deeply into the heart and up to 
the dwelling places of the gods. 
Old Vanemuine sang of the 
wideness of the heaven and the 
splendor of the earth, of the beau- " 
tiful banks of Emajogi and of her 
past glories, of mankind's joys and 
of its sorrows. And the song moved 
Vanemuine himself so deeply that 
tears rolled from his eyes and 
soaked through his six cloaks and 
seven robes. Then he ascended 
again to the dwelling of Vanaisa "-
to sing and play before him. To 
favored ears it is granted some-
times to hear from afar the sound 
of his playing. And in order that 
man shall not forget the divine 
song from time to time Vane- .,.. 
muine sends his envoys to the 
earth. One day he himself shall 
return, when happiness again ~ 
dwells upon the the fields of earth. 
This legend, one of the most 
beautiful in Estonian mythology 
" and surely the peer of many classic 
myths, not only expresses the Esto-
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man musical spirit, but also de-
monstrates, with its self-apprecia-
tive divinity and its unfortunate 
fish, the puckish humor that char-
acterizes the Estonians and runs 
through their folklore. 
The high state of musical cul-
ture so well commemorated in 
this legend is matched in other 
fields of art and learning. The 
name of Tartu University, former-
ly more familiar in its German 
form, Dorpat, is known through-
out the scholarly world. Tartu, 
"the Oxford of the Baltic," was 
founded in 1631 under a charter 
granted by King Gustaf Adolf 
of Sweden. The census of 1934 
showed that 1.1 per cent of the 
Estonian population had been en-
rolled at this university. The name 
of Tartu is synonymous with 
learning. Where is Tartu Univer-
sity today? The buildings still 
stand. But now they house a Soviet 
university. The first-rate scholars 
are gone. They were the real 
Tartu, and you may meet Tartu 
University now on the streets of 
Stockholm, London, New York, 
Miami, Chicago, Bloomington. 
You may also find it buried under 
six feet of Estonian soil or cling-
ing to existence in the Siberian 
forests. 
Without discussing cause and 
effect, it is fitting that the highly-
educated Estonians, like their 
more northerly brothers the Finns 
and their Latvian neighbors to the 
south, are nearly all Lutheran. 
They were first ·introduced to 
Christianity by the Danes, who 
conquered and converted them 
about 750 years ago, after the 
manner of the times employing the 
sword for both purposes. After 
centuries of serfdom under the 
Teutonic Order and German land-
lords, the Estonians placed them-
selves under the protection of 
Sweden in the sixteenth century 
to escape conquest by Russia. The 
Swedes fostered the Reformation 
in Estonia, But in 1729 Sweden 
lost Estonia to the tsar. The tsarist 
program to russify the Baltic prov-
inces near the end of the nine-
teenth century included an at-
tempt at forcible conversion of 
Estonian Lutherans to Russian 
Orthodoxy. When Estonia became 
an independent nation upon the 
collapse of the Russian Empire, 
its church became for the first 
time a fully free and Estonian in-
stitution. It had Estonian pastors 
rather than preponderantly Ger-
man clergy as in the past. The Lu-
theran Church, though it included 
most Estonians and was a folk-
church, was not actually an estab-
lished church. Both the Lutheran 
archbishop and the Orthodox pri-
mate in Estonia were given seats 
in parliament. The fate of the 
church since the Soviet conquest 
in 1945 is the same tragical-
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ly monotonous tale as that of 
churches under all Communist 
regimes. 
people have been driven into ex-
ile, though her pastors and church-
wardens have joined thousands of 
their counu·ymen in death and 
deportation, though her schools 
have been transformed into 
mouthpieces of Marxism, though 
the chill breath of the Soviet 
Kremlin freezes a year-around win-
ter on her woods and lakes, Eesti-
maa hopes yet for the day when 
the song of Vanemuine shall ring 
out once more over all her fields . 
The ancient Field of Fortresses 
still stands a futile watch over 
beautiful, graceful Tallinn, Esto-
nia's capital city. The broad vow-
els of Eesti 's musical tongue, some-
times called "the Italian of the 
North," still float on the Baltic 
breezes. Estonian farmfolk still 
tend their native soil. Though her 
leaders and many of her common 
Elevator 
Trembling to step 
on immortality 
we jostle His Cross 
We are a faith inch from Jesus 
who is too everywhere to touch 
A Cross thirsts for belief 
Where are drinkers 
when worlds retreat 
He advanced among cloud company 
rising to bring God 
We should rain Lent 
falling in tears 
under His crossed ascent 
RoBERT EPP 
Pirandello' s Naked Mask 
By WALTER SORELL 
N AKED MASKS," a compilation of five of Pirandello's more 
than forty plays, edited and pref-
aced by Eric Bentley (a new vol-
ume of Everyman's Library) has 
made me wonder about Pirandel-
lo's role in our age of confusion. 
It seems there was hardly another 
writer in the first half of this cen-
tury whose work and Weltanschau-
ung were more indicative of the 
dilemma of modern man than that 
of Luigi .Pirandello. He apparent-
ly despaired of sound reasoning 
and the realistic function of man's 
mind, and his loss of faith in man 
and society lead beyond all endur-
able disillusionment to a point of 
anarchistic destructiveness and 
masochistic self-effacement. Piran-
dello could pride himself on hav-
ing made the most disheartening 
and pathetic statement while play-
ing his favorite game of topsy-
turvyfying everything when he 
said: "Ask the poet what is the 
saddest sight and he will reply: 'It 
is laughter on the face of a man.'" 
Many writers have come to real-
ize the pettiness of man and have 
reacted to it in a relatively nor-
mal psychological pattern. From 
Cervantes to Ibsen, from Voltaire 
and Swift to Zola and Shaw, all 
these (and lesser) giants of letters 
have used their pen like a sword, 
but with the perspective of re-
form, with the concept of a pro-
gram, and when and wherever de-
struction was necessary it was kept 
in proportion to the objective, 
never becoming total. In other 
words, the writer was not essential-
ly fighting against but for some-
thing. As was the case with Piran-
dello, they, too, often called out: 
"I see life as a tragedy!" but their 
humanity forced them to set forth 
the vision of some kind of better-
ment, to hold out some hope to 
their fellowmen. If they saw life 
as a tragedy, they denied them-
selves the "No Exit" syllogism 
that, since we cannot escape life, 
tragedy and life must be synony-
mous. But Pirandello came to this 
conclusion which is manifest in his 
work in many variations. Only bit-
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terness and torment could have 
dictated such a confession as he 
made in his foreword to Domenico 
Vittorini's "The Drama of Luigi 
Pirandello": "I have tried to tell 
something to other men, without 
any ambition, except perhaps that 
of avenging myself for having been 
born." 
Pirandello sees man as a pas-
sive nonentity living in a world 
which he has to accept as is. To 
fill out his own emptiness-as no 
one can live in a total vacuum-
man creates his own little reality 
in which he "builds himself up" 
and exists as what he wants to 
exist. The life he invents for him-
self protects him against personal 
defeat. But since everybody is not 
really what he is and only what 
he makes believe, all reality be-
comes nonsensical. And, as Piran-
dello sees it, every person has at 
least two identities, the one which 
he uses as a mask and the other 
as he is seen by other people. The 
world is thus reduced to an all-
round uncertainty, and all action 
must remain futile and doomed 
from the very beginning. 
Pirandello avoided the social 
and political problems of his time 
in his dramas. None of the great 
conflicts of the age are touched 
upon, and I cannot find in his 
drama "one of the very few pro-
found versions of modern life in 
histrionic terms," as Eric Bentley 
does, although I must admit that 
his life as well as his philosophy 
as expressed through his work is 
symptomatic of a confused hu-
manity in a transitional era. Piran-
dello's fatalistic philosophy-which 
Bentley links with the "existential 
vision" of life nowadays-is part 
of the mental picture of modern 
man who tries to understand the 
self-styled complexity and pre-
fabricated maze of life and who 
so often sees no other escape but 
into his own non-reality. Either 
he plays the ostrich's game, or 
seeks shelter in some kind of ex-
treme "ism," such as fascism or 
communism which eradicate for 
him the need for maintaining his 
real individuality. 
Pirandello reduces plot and dra-
maturgical concept almost to the 
commedia dell' arte stage. His 
characters are mostly puppets into 
which he breathes life by making 
them interesting mainly through 
unexpected contortions of their 
mind and soul, by outtwisting all 
twists and by writing plots to end 
all plots. But he proves his good 
craftsmanship when we see his 
characters-though mostly only 
one figure in a play-function in 
a completely irrational atmos-
phere. He is brilliant in his cere-
bral pirouettes which stun us and 
make us dizzy. If all this were an 
esthetic feat or dramatically in-
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come reconciled to its improb-
abilities. But it is not. He leads 
us into a labyrinth of defeatism 
without showing us the way out. 
And · finally one cannot help but 
believe that he has avenged him-
self for having been born. Or as 
Eric Bentley says of Pirandello's 
ideas in his preface: 
The very humanity of man in-
creases his isolation. Such is the idea 
"behind" one of Pirandello's most 
famous ideas. "Multiple personality" 
Is a similar instance: Pirandellian 
man is isolated not only from his fel-
lows but also from himself at other 
times. Further than this, isolation 
cannot go. This is a "nihilistic vision" 
with a vengeance. 
There is an endless variation of 
one and the same theme which 
goes through all his plays of which 
"Six Characters in Search of an 
Author" is at once the most mov-
ing and perplexing. Here is the 
intermingling of reality and il-
lusion brought to a climax. Six 
characters lead an independent 
life, invade the rehearsal of an-
other play. In other words, life-
incomplete as yet- invades the 
stage of illusion which pretends 
to dramatize life completely. But 
life itself is vague, incomplete, 
Pirandello contends. How can it 
be plotted in advance, how can 
any author dare master the fate 
of his characters? 
Creatures of my sp1nt, these SIX 
were alTeady living a life which was 
their own and not mine any more, a 
life which it was not in my . po\ver 
·any more to .deny them:· 
And the tragedy of these six 
people, in its dramatized version, 
IS nowhere completely resolved. 
Probably because of Pirandello's 
spurious reasoning that he no 
longer had the power to know all 
their motivations and thoughts 
and that they must dramatize their 
own fate in their own fashion. 
Today, sixteen years after his 
death, we can clearly see that 
Pirandello defeated himself by 
juggling with the age-old theme of 
illusion and reality and by blend-
ing both into a dazzling, but con-
fused, entity. Did he realize that 
the artificial reversion of left and 
right, of right and wrong, of yes 
and no must of necessity lead to 
a cataclysmic confusion? 
Perhaps when the Fascist re-
gime in Italy (which he praised 
and so staunchly defended) finally 
condemned his work for its "mo-
ral incongruity" and decried his 
concept that nothing is real and 
true-perhaps then he may have 
realized that a philosophy of fu-
tility is fatal. But then it was too 
late. Too late for him to confess 
that he was wrong. So he kept on 
his mask of cynicism by outshout-
ing those who knew not better: 
"I am a Fascist because I am an 
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Italian." He had made his peace 
with Mussolini: it may have been 
his illusion, but it was our reality. 
It was too late (and to what pur-
pose, anyway?) to defy State and 
Church on his deathbed by leav-
ing the following instruction: 
When I am dead, do not clothe 
me. Wrap me naked in a sheet. No 
flowers on the bed and no lighted 
candle. A pauper's cart. Naked. And 
let no one accompany me, neither 
relatives nor friends. The cart, the 
horse, the coachman, e basta. Burn 
me .. . " 
He knew the Fascist would want 
to dress him in a black shirt and 
the Church would want to give 
him a pompous burial. But at this 
point his defiance remained an 
empty gesture. Even these words 
hit a false note. Did he really want 
to say at the very end: "You see 
how I tricked you all?" Or did he 
write these words to save face (the 
Pirandellian phrase would be: to 
save mask) and to make us believe 
that the Nobel medal which he 
gave to be melted down for the 
war on the Ethiopians was not 
real? Since he taught us to doubt 
·an realities, we must doubt this 
last gesture too. We must doubt 
that he has ever made his peace 
with the face behind his mask. But 
what finally counts is this face. 
For posterity which has its own 
notions of reality and illusion de-
mands a clear cut answer to the 
question: "What was the real face 
of Luigi Pirandello?" 
Although truth is difficult to state, it is both easy and 
agreeable to receive, and the mind runs out to meet it 
ere the phrase be done. The universe, in relation to 
what any man can say of it, is plain, patent, and startling-
ly comprehensible. 
-ROBERT Lours STEVENSON 
Give Us Time 
By G. LEIGH PENK 
(Last Fall, our drama critic, Mr. 
Walter Sorell, wrote a critique of 
the modern stage under the title, 
"Where Are Our Playwrights?" 
After waiting several months for a 
reply, Mr. Penk, a senior in the 
University of Minnesota's College 
of Education, undertook to offer 
an answer himself. Whether Mr. 
Penk's answer is THE answer or 
not we do not know, but his ob-
servations are interesting enough 
to merit publication. 
THE EDITORS) 
PLAYWRITING, even though an ancient art and generally con-
ceded to be the epitome of literary 
creativity, is subject to the same 
cyclic behavior that we recognize 
and allow in all other phases of 
life. It does not follow a straight 
line of progress, a progressively 
descending line, or a progressively 
ascending line. Like business, it 
has its peaks and its valleys. 
The theater is at the present 
time fighting a losing battle on 
Broadway to hold on to the peak 
it has previously achieved. It will 
decline and in so declining sur-
prise no one except those critics 
who expect mechanical perform-
ance from an activity so complete-
ly human as writing a play. 
The peak we recognize as All 
My Sons and Death of a Salesman 
by Arthur Miller and The Glass 
Menagerie, Night Must Fall, and 
A Streetcar Named Desire by Ten-
nessee Williams to name the most 
widely known. To this list, we 
must certainly add van Druten's 
I Am a Camera, Morley's Edward, 
My Son, Haines' Command Deci-
sion, Heggen-Logan's Mr. Roberts, 
and CoxeJChapman's Billy Budd. 
These form the peak atop five or 
six years of good solid stage writ-
mg. 
A peak such as this must be ex-
pected to hide the first part of a 
decline such as we ate experienc-
ing because of TV, the movies, 
and touring companies. Long after 
their Broadway life had ended, 
Billy Budd was seen on TV, Death 
of a Salesman, Command Decision, 
and Streetcar were resurrected by 
the movies, Mr. Roberts, The 
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Shrike} and I Am a Camera con-
tinue with touring companies. 
I agree with Mr. Sorell in that 
the theater is declining, but on 
other points we disagree. In the 
main, I can't agree with his horror 
at playwrights adapting novels nor 
do I feel, as he does, that there 
are no men now worthy of being 
called playwrights. 
What is wrong with adapta-
tions? (I wonder if Mr. Sorell is 
so shocked by adaptations in the 
world of music as he is in the 
world of literature?) I have heard 
dancers and choreographers say 
that if an idea, emotion, or situa-
tion has been portrayed through 
another branch of art, it is ille-
gitimate to create it in dance. 
Whether you agree that there are 
only 3, 33, or 333 basic plots, you 
must agree that it is fortunate 
that playwrights do not feel this 
way. Otherwise, the theater might 
easily have fallen into the same 
disrepute and ignominy as has the 
dance. 
Certainly, in adopting an exist-
ing work for the stage, the play-
wright is left to his playwrighting 
best. He does not have the prob-
lem of creating characters, situa-
tions, thoughts. He is freed from 
these supposedly mundane shack-
les to produce poetry. Doesn't it 
seem reasonable that when the 
playwright is given or takes a 
structure, he is in the best pos-
sible position to give the charac-
ters poetry, to give the situation 
poetry, even to render the thought 
poetry? 
Bluntly, the average novelist, 
even many of the best selling nov-
elists, are not capable of dealing 
with the problems that the stage 
presents. John Steinbeck tried to 
create the play-novel, notably in 
Burning Bright} but he was miser-
ably unsuccessful. Both novelist 
and playwright may realize an 
idea best belongs to the stage. But 
the novelist cannot put it there. 
This is where the playwright is 
needed. 
On the stage, ideas-no matter 
how complex-cannot be reviewed 
by the simple process of rereading 
the page. On the stage, quick tran-
sitions from apartment to street 
to country are financially impos-
sible. The differences between the 
novelist and the playwright are 
comparable to the differences be-
tween the carpenter and the ca-
binet maker. Both pairs work with 
the same materials (ideas and 
wood), both use fundamentally 
the same tools (words and action 
as against hammer and saw), yet 
what a difference in their finished 
products. The novelist has a novel, 
the playwright a play, the car-
penter a rough structure and the 
cabinetmaker has a piece of fur-
niture. The novelist needs the 
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he cannot as the carpenter needs 
the cabinetmaker to furnish the 
house he cannot. 
Now, more specifically, Mr. Sor-
ell, I want to tell you where the 
playwrights are. They are prac-
tising. They are practising in their 
own cells, their own groups, in 
Theater Arts, in the local amateur 
theater and in the college theater. 
Yes, they are. I call your atten-
tion to recent issues of Theater 
Arts which included plays by Max-
well Anderson and William Sa-
royan. The University of Minne-
sota Theater just finished conduct-
ing a trial run of Mr. Coxe's 
Witchfinders. 
They are here, but don't expect 
the high school senior composi-
tion student to display brilliant 
articles in Harper's. Unfortunate-
ly, playwrights cannot be con-
scripted by an Act of Congress. In 
fact, you cannot train a play-
wright. He must train himself. 
Right now we have a generation 
of playwrights fermenting. They 
are boiling and bubbling and 
practising. They'll be there if you 
will but allow them their own 
good time. 
The playwright is not guilty of 
Rosamond Gilder's charge that 
"certain middle-aged caution has 
descended on our theater." The 
blame lies with other factors in 
the theater world that could be 
pointed out, but that is another 
matter. 
You are right. The playwright 
will save the theater from this cau-
tion, but he will do it best in his 
own manner and in his own time. 
To say that everything happens according to natural 
laws, and to say that everything is ordained by the decree 






He was a natural-born leader-
bright, forceful, strong personality 
and all that. So he sits out here 
in the middle of nowhere trying 
to knock a little religion into a 
bunch of us farmers and salesmen. 
And I guess if we wanted to be 
honest about it we'd have to admit 
that about all he ever got for his 
troubles was a lot of headaches. 
So now he's dead, and a few of 
us will think about him now and 
Dear Editor: then for a few more years and 
W ELL, this has been a rather then he'll be forgotten altogether. sad week here in Xanadu. It seems a kind of shame. He could 
We buried old Rev. Goettlich day have amounted to so much but all 
before yesterday and I guess his that he ever actually was was a 
passing sort of set lots of us to hick-town preacher. 
thinking. He was pastor here for The funeral was very nice. The 
something like forty years, so for church was packed, of course, and 
most of us he was practically a some people came from as far 
member of the family. It's hard away as Kansas City. On and off 
to realize that he is gone. through the years, the Goettlichs 
Somehow, I can't get him out had taken in about a dozen or-
of my mind. I knew him back in phans and they were all there. 
the days when he was still in his Zeitgeist preached the sermon and 
prime and he was really quite a I thought he did pretty well con-
guy. I've heard people tell how sidering that he and Goettlich had 
he went into a saloon unarmed to had some differences the last cou-
break up a gun fight and there pie of years. 
are all sorts of stories about how The songs we sang were rather 
he would go out on horseback, strange, though. Goettlich had 
through any kind of weather, to picked them himself and I thought 
sit with somebody who was dying that they were rather out of place 
or to settle family fights or to at a funeral. ·we sang "0 Jesus, 
pick up some drunk along the side King Most Wonderful," "The 
of the road. Strife Is O'er, the Battle Done," 
You wonder about a guy like and "Dear Christians, One and 
that. He could have been a real All, Rejoice." They seemed sort 
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But Goettlich was always a pe-
culiar sort of a person so I guess 
we shouldn't be too surprised if 
he planned a peculiar funeral. 
Joe Kuckuck was saying after 
the funeral that here is one case 
at least where there won't be any 
fight over the estate. I guess the 
Goettlichs were fiat broke when 
the old man died. Someone was 
saying that Mrs. Goettlich will 
probably move in with one of 
their adopted children but my 
guess is that she will probably try 
to stick it out here some way or 
other. It's the only home they 
had during practically all of their 
married life and it wouldn't be 
easy for her to leave here. Of 
course, she probably won't last 
much longer herself. From the 
money standpoint, it's too bad she 
couldn't have gone first because 
as long as he lived there was at 
least the small pension from our 
church. That stops now, of course. 
Well, I suppose this all sounds 
rather gloomy. Actually 1953 has 
been a very good year up to now. 
Business is even better than it was 
this time last year and the best 
part of the year, for me, is still 
ahead. A few more years like the 
last few years and I will be able 
to sell the store and take it easy. 
I'm looking forward to that. I 
want to travel a little before I 
get too old to enjoy it and then 
I just want to putter around. Most 
people, it seems to me, keep bust-
ing their britches trying to get 
enough ahead to live on, and by 
the time they have it they are too 
old to do any real living. I don't 
intend to work past 55 if I can 
help it. You only live once, you 
know. 
The church gymnasium is all 
under roof now and it should be 
finished by the end of May. It 
looks like we are going to have all 
of the money on hand to pay for 
it by the time it is finished. Now 
Zeitgeist wants us to start think· 
ing about a new parsonage. For 
once, I can see his point. Like he 
says, a preacher has a position to 
maintain in the community and 
the parsonage we have now is a 
pretty run-down place. Last year 
the people who were putting his 
television antenna up stepped 
right through the roof in one 
place and in January the floor 
started giving way under his deep 
freeze. We probably c..mldn't get 
anything for the place as it is 
without putting more into it than 
it is worth so it seems to me that 
the best thing we could do would 
be build a new parsonage and 
keep the old one for a teacherage. 
In the long run, we'd be money 
ahead because it's costing us $4o.oo 
a month now to rent a place for 
our teacher. 




A}fD MUSIC MAKERS 
Rudolf Serkin, Master-Pianist 
By wALTER A. HANSEN 
~ Artistry at its purest, greatest 
• . and noblest invariably tears 
one's thoughts away from mun-
dane affairs. It is exhilarating. It 
is uplifting. It is unforgettable. 
I have just heard a stirring re-
cital by a man whom I regard as 
one of the greatest pianists of all 
time. His name is Rudolf Serkin. 
I have had a long chat with 
Serkin. We smoked king-size cig-
arettes as we talked about music 
and musicians. 
It was particularly interesting to 
hear about Pablo Casals, master 
of the 'cello and, without a doubt, 
one of the greatest musicians of 
this or any other age. 
Serkin, you know, has been tak-
ing a prominent part in the Casals 
Festivals which the eminent 
'cellist-conductor has been present-
ing in France during the summer 
months. 
"How is Casals?" I asked. "Fine," 
said Serkin. "Of all the musicians 
who take part in his festivals he 
44 
is by far the youngest in spirit." 
Casals was born in 1876. 
We talked about the recordings 
made during the Casals Festival at 
Perpignan during the summer of 
1951. Serkin had not heard them 
all. "Do you like them?" he asked. 
"I certainly do," I replied. "To 
me it is a thrilling experience to 
come under the spell of artistry as 
great as that which Casals reveals 
when he plays or conducts music 
by Bach and Mozart." 
Serkin told me that these re-
cordings were made before the 
concert performances. "It would 
have been better," he said, "if they 
had been made either during the 
concerts or shortly after." Need-
less to say, this was a most inter-
esting comment. 
Artists who are great in the true 
sense of the word are always more 
than ready to recognize the great-
ness of other artists. Serkin is such 
a man. He works hard. He strives 
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brow to improve his own piano-
playing and to add to his knowl-
edge and understanding of music. 
Let me tell you a little about 
.. Serkin's memorable recital. I do 
so because one learns much about 
the wonderful magic of the tonal 
art by analyzing, so to speak, the 
ability and the attitude of its most 
,. capable exponents and propo-
nents. At the same time one in-
• 
;;.... creases one's store of knowledge 
by considering the character and 
the worth of the music they pre-
sent. 
Music's worst enemies are not 
those men, women, and children 
who, for reasons best known to 
themselves, will have none of it. 
No, its most formidable foes are 
those who, because of the black 
witchcraft of vanity and preten-
tiousness, imagine in their own 
minds that they know everything 
worth knowing. 
Serkin is a great master of the 
piano. He is a self-effacing artist . 
To him the music he plays is all-
important. He goes to its core and 
sets forth its message with exem-
plary scholarship, clarity, and per-
~ suasiveness. 
In considering Serkin's recital 
I must, first of all, tell you that 
he selected for his program works 
from only two schools of compo-
sition-the schools which histori-
ans have come to call "classical" 
and "romantic." 
I do not like these two terms. 
To this moment I have not seen 
or heard a musicologist WQO js 
able to give a cle~-~ut and cor.n-
pletely definitive definition of 
what they actually mean. I know 
that they are handy-exceedingly 
handy. But more often than not 
they are altogether too handy. It 
seems to me that they cover a vast 
amount of loose and flimsy think-
ing. 
The pigeonhole type of study-
ing and discussing music is not 
at all to my liking. Maybe I am, 
by nature, too much of a rebel. 
But if you can prove that one 
does not find much palpable over-
lapping in the two schools com-
monly designated as "classical" 
and "romantic," I shall be more 
than willing to apologize most ab-
jectly for my cordial and long-
standing detestation of these over-
worked but wonderfully conven-
ient terms. 
Authoritative Playing 
J Must one find fault with Ser-kin for avoiding music by 
modern composers when he made 
up ·the program I am discussing? 
No. 
I confess that in many instances 
I would be inclined to censure an 
artist for failing to give at least 
some representation to modern or 
relatively modern works when 
building a program. But when I 
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think of the rare mastery with 
which Serkin sets forth music of 
the so-called "classical" and "ro-
mantic" schools, I believe it would 
be unwise to take him to task for 
limiting his program to these 
fields. 
One seldom has the opportunity 
to hear compositions of these pe-
riods presented with the all-em-
bracing authoritativeness with 
which Serkin plays them. After all, 
this music is neither old-fashioned 
nor out of date. It is perpetually 
new. And we need artists like Ser-
kin to remind us with compelling 
eloquence and forcefulness that 
great music of the past retains, 
and will continue to retain, its 
essential greatness. Charlatans are 
bound to bore and infuriate us 
with their woefully distorted con-
ceptions of masterworks. But it is 
always comforting to know that 
great works of art invariably tri-
umph over the annoying tactics 
of charlatanism. 
Do you know Mozart's Rondo 
in D Major (K. 485)? It is brim-
ful of melodic and harmonic mag-
ic. It is constructed with fabulous 
skill. Serkin and I had a delight-
ful time discussing the many sub-
tle changes in tonality that make 
this composition a source of never 
ending joy. 
A few years ago a well-known 
conductor and a noted pianist 
spent an evening and a goodly 
portion of the morning in my 
home. I played a recording of 
Mozart's Rondo in D Major (K. ~ 
485). Both knew the work. Yet 
·they agreed that its magic never ,.., 
fails to strike them as completely 
new. We were wreathed in smiles 
as we listened to Robert Casa-
desus' excellent recorded reading 
of the composition. .., 
What a master that man Mozart-+ 
was! What a master of melody! 
What a master of harmony! What 
a master of counterpoint! And 
what a poet! 
Sometimes I think that there '-
should be a law requiring all those 
<. 
who, for some inexplicable rea-
son, delude themselves-and many 
others-into believing that they 
are composers to spend fifteen or 
twenty years studying intensively 
the music of Mozart. If they have 
not covered their thinking with an 
absolutely impervious coating of 
self-delusion, such preoccupation • 
with the works of the mighty mas-
ter whose name was Mozart would 
teach them many a valuable les-
son. • I have heard it said-more often 
than I care to remember-that ~ 
Mozart's music is easy to play. 
Such a statement invariably makes 
my hackles rise. In fact, it causes 
my hair to stand on end. 
Yes, much of Mozart's music 
looks easy, and, when you hear an 
artist of Serkin's stature play it, 
.. 
"' 
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you are sometimes inclined to 
conclude that it actually is easy. 
But musicians who, like Serkin, 
perform the works of Mozart with 
consummate skill and profound 
understanding will tell you that 
they must labor constantly, pains-
takingly, and with the utmost con-
scientiousness to imbue their play-
ing of this master's music with the 
lucidity of expression which it ex-
emplifies and requires. 
Serkin's performance of Mo-
zart's ever delightful Rondo in D 
Major was true in every detail to 
the spirit and the letter of the 
work. In like manner, his crystal-
line reading of Johann Sebastian 
Bach's Prelude and Fugue in A 
Minor was ideal in every way. His 
clear-cut and exemplary playing 
reflected Bach's clear-cut and ex-
emplary writing. Need one say 
more? 
Do you know this Prelude and 
Fugue in A Min01·? According to 
Friedrich Spitta, Bach wrote it 
before 17 2 5· Later on he fashioned 
it into a Triple Concerto for Flute, 
Violin, Clavier, and 01·chestra and 
inserted an Adagio between the 
two parts. This work, says Spitta, 
is characterized by "really dazzling 
quality and splendor." 
A Beethoven Sonata 
1\ Then came Beethoven's So-
;· nata No. 2I, in C Major, Op. 
53, commonly called the Wald-
stein Sonata. Here, too, Serkin's 
performance was ideal. Although 
the brief slow movement of this 
masterpiece appears simple, it re-
quires artistry of the highest order 
-artistry like Serkin's. 
As I listened to the first move-
ment of the Waldstein Sonata, I 
thought, for a fleeting moment, 
of a curious comment made by 
Alfred Frankenstein, of the San 
Francisco Chronicle. This part of 
the sonata, says Mr. Frankenstein, 
"is thoroughly melodramatic; it. is 
music for villains with stilettos, 
for rowboys and Indians, for the 
Union cavalry riding to repulse 
the Rebs in some cinematographic 
epic." 
What a commentary! Do you 
find such melodrama in the first 
movement of the Waldstein So-
nata? I do not. Do you find in it 
any melodrama at all? I do not. 
I find beautiful and impassioned 
poetry in this music, and I know 
that Serkin underscored that 
poetry with artistry pure and un-
defiled, just as he underscored the 
poetry contained in the rest of the 
work. 
As I write, I feel an urge to 
learn what the erudite John N. 
Burk has to say about the Wald-
stein Sonata. I get out my copy 
of Burk's The Life and Works of 
Beethoven (Random House. 1943). 
There I read: 
The first movement is one of im-
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placable violence, as of a natural 
storm. The gathering convulsions and 
chromatic scales of the Pastoral Sym-
phony are anticipated. The melody 
which lay in Beethoven's heart as 
the answer to this storm rises to jubi-
lant radiance in the theme of the 
rondo, which gleams forth with com-
plete enchantment. This pianissimo 
moment is the most exciting of an 
exciting sonata . . . 
seldom played Bolero, Op. zg. 
Have you ever heard Chopin's 
Bolero? Herbert Weinstock, in 
Chopin: The Man and His Music 
(Alfred A. Knopf. 1949), speaks of 
it as "one of the small handful of .._. 
Chopin's compositions that it is 
safe to disregard." Serkin likes the 
Bolero. So do I. But, as we talked 
and smoked, we agreed that it does .. 
not represent the Polish tone poet 
at his greatest. 
I realize that what I am writing, 
Burk's commentary, I believe, 
is excellent. How, in the name of 
sense, could one connect villains 
with stilettos, cowboys and In-
dians, the Union cavalry, or Rebs 
with the first movement of the 
W aldstein Sonata? 
Serkin devoted the last part of 
his program to three of Franz 
Schubert's Moments Musicaux, 
Op. 24; to Felix Mendelssohn's 
well-known Rondo Capriccioso,· to 
Frederic Chopin's Barcarolle, Op. 
6o, which is an impressively beau-
tiful tone poem; and to the great 
Pole's brilliant, color-laden and 
in my halting way, does not even 
begin to do justice to the depth, 
the sweep, and the complete hon-
esty of the artistry of that mighty 
poet of the piano whose name is 
Rudolf Serkin. But this man needs 
neither my praise nor the praise 
:J 
of anyone else. Serkin will go 
down in history as one of the 
greatest pianists of all time. Of 
this I am sure, just as I am sure 
that Bach, Mozart, and Beethoven 
must be numbered among the 
greatest composers of all time. 
RECENT RECORDINGS 
JEAN SIBELIUS. Concerto in D Minor, 
for Violin and Orchestra, Op. 47· 
J ascha Heifetz, violinist, with the 
London Philharmonic Orchestra 
under Sir Thomas Beecham, Bart. 
ERNEST CHAUSSON. Concerto in D, 
for Violin, Piano, and String Quar-
tet, Op. :u. Heifetz, violinist; Jesus 
Maria Sanroma, pianist; and the 
Musical Art Quartet.-This is an 
album in the admirable series titled 
A Treasury of Immortal Perform-
ances. These are memorable record-
ings made a number of years ago 
but worthy in every way of being 
kept before the public. The artistry 
is superb. One is inclined to say 
that Heifetz' reading of Sibelius' 
I 
... 
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one and only Violin Concerto is 
the last word. 45 rpm. RCA Victor 
WCT-II13· 
RICHARD WAGNER. Bridal Chambe1· 
Scene, from the third act of Lohen-
grin. Parsifal-Kundry Duet, from 
Parsifal. Kirsten Flagstad, soprano; 
Lauritz Melchior, tenor; and the 
RCA Victor Symphony Orchestra 
under Edwin McArthur.-Another 
album in the Treasury series. Stir-
ring artistry. 45 rpm. RCA Victor 
WCT-1105. 
LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN. Sonatas No. 
24, in F Sharp, Op. 78,· No. 27, in 
E Minor, Op. go; No. p, in C 
Minor, op. II I. Artur Schnabel, 
pianist.-Another Treasury album. 
Schnabel's readings are authorita-
tive. 45 rpm. RCA Victor WCT-
uog. 
SERGEI RACHMANINOFF. Rhapsody on 
a Theme of Paganini, Op. 43, and 
Concerto No. I, in F Sharp Minor, 
op. I. Rachmaninoff, pianist, with 
the Philadelphia Orchestra under 
Leopold Stokowski and Eugene Or-
mandy.-This, too, is a Treasury 
album. The recording of Rach-
maninoff's own reading of the 
Rhapsody has for some time been 
a collector's item. In addition, it 
is wonderful to be able to hear the 
great pianist-composer play his sel-
dom heard Piano Concerto No. I. 
45 rpm. RCA Victor WCT-1118. 
FELIX MENDELSSOHN. Concerto in E 
Minor, for Violin and Orchestra, 
Op. 64. Fritz Kreisler, violinist, 
with the London Philharmonic Or-
chestra under Sir Landon Ronald. 
WoLFGANG AMADEUS MoZART. Con-
certo No. 4, in D Major, for Violin 
and Orchestra (K. 218). Kreisler, 
violinist, with an orchestra con-
ducted by Sir Malcolm Sargent.-
A Treasury album. Here Kreisler's 
superb artistry is immortalized. 
Every violinist studying Mendels-
sohn's Violin Concerto should take 
a leaf out of Kreisler's book in the 
matter of the tempo to be used for 
the slow movement. 45 rpm. RCA 
Victor WCT-1117. • 
LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN. Sonatas No. 
21, in C Major, Op. 53 (Waldstein); 
No. ;o, in E Major, Op. Iog; No. 
22, in F Major, Op. 54· Solomon, 
pianist.-Solomon is a master of the 
piano and a thoroughly competent 
exponent of the music of Beetho-
ven. 45 rpm. RCA Victor WDM-
1716. 
CLAUDE AcHILLE DEBussY. La Cathe-
drale Engloutie,· Poissons d'Or; La 
Fille aux Cheveux de Lin; Mas-
ques; La Terrasse des Audiences 
au Clair de Lune,· Ondine. Artur 
Rubinstein, pianist.-Sensitive per-
formances by a great artist. 45 rpm. 
RCA Victor WDM-goo8. 
WoLFGANG AMADEUS MozART. Con-
certo No. Io, in E Flat, for Two 
Pianos and Orchestra (K. 365). Jose 
and Amparo Iturbi, pianists, and 
the RCA Victor Symphony Orches-
tra conducted by Jose lturbi. Con-
certo No. 20, in D Minor (K. 466). 
Jose lturbi, pianist, and the RCA 
Victor Symphony Orchestra con-
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ducted by Mr. lturbi.-Clear-cut 
playing. 45 rpm. RCA Victor 
WDM-1717. 
GEORGES BIZET. L'Arlesienne Suites, 
Nos. I and 2. Symphony No. I, in 
C Majo,-. Leopold Stokowski and 
his symphony orchestra.-Sumptu-
ous tonal beauty, but Stokowski is 
sometimes a bit wayward in his 
readings. 45 rpm. RCA Victor 
WDM-1706. 
JosEPH HAYDN. Symphony No. 88, in 
G Major. WOLFGANG AMADEUS Mo-
ZART. Symphony No. 36, inC Major 
(Linz) (K. 425). The Danish State 
Radio Symphony Orchestra under 
Fritz Busch.-Crystalline readings 
of two masterpieces. The late Fritz 
Busch was a conductor of extraor-
dinary ability. 33\13 rpm. A His 
Master's Voice recording. RCA Vic-
tor LMV-1019. • 
'"'OLFGANG AMADEUs MozART. Cosi .._. 
fan tutte (Women A1·e Like That). 
Sung in Ruth and Thomas P. Mar-
tin's English version by Eleanor 
Steber, soprano; Blanche Thebom, 
mezzo-soprano; Roberta Peters, so-
prano; Richard Tucker, tenor; 
Frank Guarrera, baritone; and Lo-
renzo Alvary, bass, under the direc-
tion of Fritz Stiedry. Kurt Adler, 
chorus master; Josef Blatt, con-
tinuo.-A brisk performance of this 
ever delightful opera. A Metropol- L 
itan Opera Association recording. 
33\13 rpm. Columbia SL-122. 
If you really want to help your fellow-man, you must 
not merely have in you what would do them good if 
they should take it from you, but you must be such a 
man that they can take it from you. The snow must 
melt upon the mountain and come down in a spring 
torrent, before its richness can make the valley rich. 
-PHILLIPS BROOKS 
READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR BEUEVE 
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER 
RELIGION 
LORD OF ALL LIFE 
By A. Ian Burnett (Rinehart, 
$2.50). 
W E READ parts of this book on a rainy day a few clays· be-
fore Christmas, when, surrounded by 
Christmas decorations and other mani-
festations of joy, for some reason we 
felt depressed. What a comfort to 
pick up .this book and to read the 
opening words of the Preface: 
St. Paul has told us that the guiding 
principle in all his preaching was to 
make known "Jesus Christ and Him 
crucified." Down the centuries the Chris-
tian Church has known that it possesses 
no other Gospel. Where Christ has been 
held high, the Church has marched for-
ward to new conquests: where men have 
departed from this central truth it has 
faltered and failed. 
Then we read, very appropriately 
for the season, in the first section 
"Behold the Man," the first essay 
"Emmanuel-God With Us." Here we 
heard again the precious gospel, that 
Christ actually did live with us, and 
that we therefore know that God is 
Unsigned reviews are by the Editors 
Christlike. He still lives with us with 
His understanding and support. He 
not only lived. He lives still. 
The rest of this section deals with 
various aspects of the Man: His Feet, 
Garments, Hands, Mouth, Eyes, Face 
-a very good series, not as far-fetched 
as the subtitles may seem to indicate. 
The other sections also make profit-
able reading: Highways of the Heart: 
The Way of Discipline, Dedication, 
Decision, Consecration, and Com-
munion. Also Common Attitudes To-
wards Christ: Faithless Familiarity, 
Personal Prejudice, Corrupt Curiosity, 
and Sublime Subservience. 
In the last section, The Power of 
His Resurrection, the author includes 
an essay of the question: Where Are 
Our Dead? Here Dr. Burnett makes 
the claim that our departed loved 
ones serve us who remain on earth. 
We agree that they spend eternity 
"in the service of the Father." But 
we do not follow when he continues: 
"And surely part of that service must 
be to help those of us on this side 
who still hold them in loving remem-
brance." In the sense that our dead 
"quicken our memories and bring 
back to mind lost ideals," we say, Yes. 
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But the following are pia desideria, 
not Biblical teachings: 
Our dead live in our memories. But 
they live also in other ways. We believe 
in the presence of Christ with us in life. 
Should we not also believe in the en-
circling presence of those "whom we 
have loved long since and lost awhile," 
of those who are with Christ? Are we, 
too, not "compassed about with a great 
cloud of witnesses"? Are not our dead 
watching our every movement, watching 
the ebb and flow of our lives, the swing 
of battle, the growth of our character? 
I believe they are." 
Well, .this is a nice thought. But 
we believe the argument is faulty, a 
non sequitur. The quoted H ebrews 
text does not apply. And the belief 
that our dead are "watching our every 
movement" will easily lead to the 
next step, that of speaking with, and 
praying to them. Your reviewer likes 
to think that his loved ones in heaven 
are not entirely oblivious of what is 
happening to him and .to the world, 
but that they receive their knowledge 
of earthly events from the Lord. But 
this is also a "pious desire." 
Aside from this one disagreement 
with Dr. Burnett, we were much re-
freshed by the devotional essays. They 
are evidences of a deeply devotional 
and Bible-believing faith. 
CARL ALBERT GIESELER 
YOU CAN BELIEVE 
By Frank Hanf.t (Bobbs-Merrill, 
$2.75)· 
H ERE is a distinguished· professor of Jaw giving reasons for his 
belief in Christianity. He has thought 
out and lucidly presented his case. 
The arguments of the atheist and ag-
nostic, the author's rhetorical oppo-
nents, are set forth in the first part 
of the book. And then, with lawyer's 
step-by-step logic, the opposition is ~ 
rebutted. 
The strength of Professor Hanft's --. 
faith is evident. Indeed, the book is 
an attempt to give reason to his be-
lief. Some of the arguments though, 
independent of the premise of faith, 
may be no less irrefutable to the un-
believer than are the arguments of the 
unbeliever which the author attempts - f-
to refute in contending that there is 
no intelligent position for belief in 
unbelief. 
This, of course, is a point in fa vor 
of the Christian doctrine tha t faith ._ 
comes by the work of the Holy Spirit 
alone, a point raised on neither side; • 
and, perhaps, the best reason for the 
vanity in all efforts to logically ra-
tionalize why one believes. On the 
other hand, such an attitude gets no-
where with an unbeliever for it leaves 
unrebutted every reason for disbelief. 
And from that point of view Profes- • 
sor Hanft's book is an interesting 
effort. I. 
ROBERT H. DUESENBERG 
HAPPINESS CAN BE YOURS 
By William A. Kramer (Concordia, 
. 1.25)· 
AN ADMIRABLE use of Bible passages plus a Christian psychology make 
this booklet helpful. For instance, the 
twelve modest suggestions on "Helps 
in · Your Prayer Life" are direct and 
practicaL The Assistant Secretary of 
the Board for Parish Education in the 
Lutheran Church- Missouri Synod of-
March 1953 53 
fers nine short essays on, or devo-
tional digests of, the omnipresent 
quest for a godly contentment. 
Much of this commendable thought, 
however, based on experience and 
observation, remains abstract or gen-
eral. This difficulty is inherent in the 
very topic itself although the author 
does employ some pertinent examples. 
Still, it seems that a thoughtful reader 
can be led farther and more effi-
ciently if he himself can see the ab-
struse point more vividly. Hard to 
do? Yes; but if not hard, then why 
a book? Hortatory and homiletic 
style often has this literary weakness, 
namely that it does not take sufficient 
advantage of the specific instance or 
concrete detail. Tact requires honest 
caution in using names or places 
from case-histories. Yet, even religious 
allegory becomes the richer, the more 
purposive, when it extends personifi-
cations into tangible practices. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
FICTION 
GIVE US TillS VALLEY 
By Tom Ham (Macmillan Com-
HONEY SEEMS BITTER 
By Benedict Kiely (Dutton, $3.00). 
B ENEDICT KIELY is one of the newer and younger of the current crop 
of Irish writers. Honey Seems Bitter 
is his third novel to be published in 
this country. In it he recounts the 
emotional and intellectual reaction 
on a young man recovering from a 
nervous breakdown to a particularly 
brutal murder. Donagh Hartigan dis-
covers the body, is called upon to 
testify, and to ultimately see the ac-
cused convicted. Later, after the death 
on the gallows of the accused, he 
learns that another had committed 
the murder. His attempts to get the 
police to reopen the books on this 
"closed case," and the final disposi-
tion of the "murderer," who, with 
his fiancee, has given some dimen-
sion to Donagh's life, are well told. 
Kiely, like so many Irish writers 
before him, is conspicuously successful 
in creating a mood, particularly a 
mood of suspense, or terror, or fright, 
or fear. A well-done job by a man 
who shows real skill in developing an 
emotionally intense situation. 
pany, $3.5o). TilE WORLD OVER 
I F YOU don't get your fill of radio serials, this is your meat, or, more 
appropriately, cream puff. Give Us 
This Valley follows the covered wagon 
trail of a pioneer couple from Penn-
sylvania to the wilds of Georgia. To 
top it all off,_ the novel is served up 
with a rich sauce of homespun biol-
ogy that not even the soap box operas 
can offer. 
RoBERTA DoNSBACH 
By W. Somerset Maugham (Dou· 
bleday, $5.95). 
COLLECTED in this volume are all the short stories of W. Somerset 
Maugham not previously published 
in .the earlier East and West. This 
makes it possible to have all o£ 
Maugham's stori~s·, previously pub-
lished in abou-t ten different books, 
together in a two-volume set. - Mr. 
Maugham's publishers have -taken ad-
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vantage of this opportunity and have 
published the present collection both 
as a separate work, as noted above, 
and also as a companion volume to 
East and West which has been re-
issued so that ·the two volumes to-
gether comprise the complete short 
stories (the two volumes together in 
matched bindings, and boxed, Dou-
bleday, $12.00). 
This gathering up, so to speak, will 
afford some opportunity for critics to 
start drawing final judgments on 
Maugham even though that is a dan-
gerous, or at least embarrassing, thing 
to do while he still lives, although 
he states in the Preface to the cur-
rent volume that he has written his 
last story. 
What these two volumes reveal is 
that Maugham, certainly more than 
any of his contemporaries, understood 
the short story and exploited it to 
its fullest. Some of his stories are truly 
masterpieces within the classical def-
inition of the short story. Some are 
great, some are just good, a few even 
indifferent. But all of .them are good 
reading. Maugham has often written 
that he wanted only to tell a good 
story. In the fulfillment of that wish 
he has been eminently successful. The 
only criticism that might be leveled 
against the stories is that in reading 
such a heavy concentration there is 
a feeling, inevitable I suppose, of 
sameness. 
The stories are not arranged in any 
particular order or chronology. They 
cover a wide range of years and dem-
onstrate a remarkably wide interest 
in people and places. Yet, while these 
stories are good stories they are not 
truly significant stories. They do not 
illuminate the efforts of man to live 
with himself or with others. They 
give no new insights. Explore no solid 
understandings. It will probably al-
ways be Mr. Maugham's fortune that 
one or more of his stories will always 
appear in anthologies as "typical" 
of the period in craftmanship, but 
not for any other or deeper reason. 
Maybe this is the way Mr. Maugham 
wants it to be. 
OCTOBER ISLAND 
By William March (Little, Brown, 
$3-oo) . 
'{ \\ JILLIAM MARCH has written a 
VV fast-reading, enjoyable satire. It 
is the light-hearted story of a mission-
ary and his wife who try to convert 
the care-free natives of October Island 
in the far away Pacific to the Huhner-
ites brand of Christianity. 
The Reverend Samuel Barnfield 
and his wife, Irma, find the going 
difficult. The Islanders, who have re-
pulsed every previous effort at con-
version, are only amused at the at-
tempts of the Barnfields. The big ob-
stacle is the fact that the October 
Islanders feel no sense of sin and so 
no need for repentance. 
At last, through unusual coinci-
dences, Irma Barnfield becomes iden- · 
tified with the legendary native cult 
of Rahabaat. After a trip back to the 
United States and the timely demise 
of Reverend Barnfield, Irma returns 
to October Island to rule the natives, 
proclaiming a religion which is a 
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William March's book is a gentle 
and humorous satire on missionaries 
and their attempts to bring Chris-
tianity to the pagans. It is light, ob-
vious reading, much in the manner 
of Aubrey Menen's recent and suc-
cessful novels. A general truth is 
pointed out in the fact that the zeal 
which carries missionaries to distant 
places often does not help to open 
their eyes to the fact that they will 
have to meet the natives on their own 
ground. 
March's novel is good reading, al-
though his basic premise, that na-
tives might not feel a sense of sin 
because they have not heard of Chris-
tianity, will hardly bear the weight 
of a second thought. It is a novel of 
diversion and as such is good enter-
tainment. 
EowARD H. JoESTING 
THE SOJOURNER 
By Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings 
(Scribner's, $3.50). 
C\EVERAL years ago Marjorie Kinnan 
0 Rawlings wrote a magnificent 
novel about a Florida boy, The Year-
ling. It was extremely well-received 
by both the reading-public and the 
critics, and it brought its author a 
great many gratifying rewards. Now, 
more than ten years later, Miss Raw-
lings has used the novel form again, 
this time to recount the life, almost 
from beginning w end, of a good 
and simple man who fought for his 
goodness against all sorts of evil-most 
of it nesting in the bosom of his own 
family. 
Asahel Linden, almost completely 
inarticulate, spends his life farming 
a farm that is really his brother's (who 
departed to frontiers more suited to 
his restless nature), living with a wife 
who married him as second-best after 
his brother's departure and a mother 
whose love is reserved entirely for her 
absent son, raising children who turn 
against him and the principles for 
which he stands. Yet, in the end, 
rising above these because he knows 
what it is not always given men to 
know and understand. 
It had been so brief a sojourn, not 
even a full century. He had been a 
guest in a mansion and he was not un-
grateful. He was at once exhausted and 
refreshed. His stay was ended. Now he 
must gather up the shabby impedimenta 
of his mind and body and be on his 
way again. 
Miss Rawlings is a very good writer 
and her story is extremely well-told. 
Its greatest difficulty-and this is a 
difficulty peculiar to all novels that 
encompass so much time-is that it 
moves so rapidly that there is simply 
not the time to tell everytl1ing and 
to make everything explicable. For 
example, why Asahel's children should 
have turned out the way they did 
in the face of their bringing up is 
difficult to understand. Particularly 
so when it happens to two out of 
the three children (who live) and al-
most happens to the third who is 
saved only by his untimely death in 
the First World War. Miss Rawlings 
did not have this difficulty in The 
Yearling. Perhaps she is only demon-
strating what is perpetually being 
demonstrated-that the entire life of 
-
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an individual or family is not well 
suited to the confines of a novel. 
A HUNGRY MAN DREAMS 
By Margaret Lee Runbeck (Hough-
ton Mifflin). 
AUTHOR Runbeck's n ew novel, promising at first as a portrait 
of a German-American family in early 
twentieth century St. Louis, turns out 
to be rather tiresome fare. Noisy, big-
hearted America-loving Henry Our 
(his name originally was Auerbach), 
an immigrant who made a fortune 
brewing beer, and his quiet, Bible-
reading wife retire into the back-
ground early in the story. Most of 
the novel is given over to their 
prodigal son Jubal, who loves people 
but does not want to accept God on 
His terms. We follow him through 
his submarine service and wander-
ings after World War I , his prepara-
tion for the ministry, his brief experi-
ence as assistant pastor, his marriage 
to a famous dancer, his success with-
out happiness as a top radio come-
dian. Always within Jubal there is 
conflict between a desire to play the 
role of the clown and to make people 
happy by preaching. In the end, of 
course, he gives up his radio career 
for the ministry, but the whole thing 




By Nikolaus Basseches, translated 
from the German by E. W. Dickes 
(Dutton, $4.75). 
THE LIFE AND DEATH 
OF STALIN 
By Louis Fischer (Harper, $3.50). 
T HE world in general knows pa-thetically little of present-day 
Russia or of its leader. Only that 
inside information which the source 
wants to be known is known. It is, 
therefore, of some significance that 
two biographies of Stalin should ap-
pear on the literary scene at the same 
time. They are important inasmuch 
as 'they throw more light on "the 
man" in the Kremlin than do twenty 
years of Pravda releases. The authors 
can speak with no little authority 
for both spent many years in Com-
munist Russia during its formative 
era. Mr. Fischer's book, the smaller 
of the two, is the more superficial, 
but makes up in readability what it 
lacks in detail. His emphasis is on the 
person of Stalin. The revolution and 
all that followed in its wake are mere-
ly supporting actors and props in the 
great drama. Mr. Basseches, on the 
other hand, devotes a great deal of 
space to the history and development 
of -the revolution and treats Stalin 
more like a member of the chorus 
than as the central character. In this 
respect it is more a biography of 
Russian Communism than it is of 
Stalin. The differences do not end 
here. Where Mr. Fischer is content 
to state a fact and be dogmatic, Mr. 
Basseches feels constrained to present 
the background from which the fact 
evolved, and is argumentative. To the 
former, Stalin is the personification 
of ruthlessness-totally evil, while the 
latter, although never condoning the 
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equities Jay with Stalin's enemies. 
On several fundamental issues they 
are agreed. When Lenin died, Stalin 
was a political non-entity. Lenin did 
not want him as his successor. Only 
Stalin's clever machinations and his 
remarkable ability to seize and capi-
talize upon every possible opportunity 
gained him the position that one day 
was to be one of the most powerful 
in the world. Leninism, as it was 
known while the great leader lived, 
is dead. Lenin may have fathered the 
child, but Stalin was to rear him, and 
this he did after his own image. Com-
munist Russia is daily becoming more 
and more like Russia under the tsars, 
a conservative state-neo-feudalistic. 
Both authors speculate on what will 
happen when Stalin dies. Both admit 
that a successor has been or is being 
prepared. There will be no struggle 
for power after Stalin is gone, remi-
niscent of that following the death 
of Lenin. The authors believe it pos-
sible for a duumvirate or triumvirate 
to succeed to Stalin's power. Mr. 
Fischer believes that the maintenance 
of peace will seal the doom of the 
Soviet which, he contends, can exist 
only in crisis. Mr. Besseches' "point 
of no return" is summed up in the 
last sentence of the book: "Never yet 
has a State dependent on a single 
individual survived its creator for 
more than a generation." 
As a general overall picture of 
Russia and its leaders since the revolu-
tion, Mr. Basseches' book has the 
greater value, despite the author's oc-
casional heavy-handedness. For a short 
yet adequate biography, Mr. Fischer's 
book gets the nod. Both are excellent. 
THE MARK HELLINGER 
STORY 
By Jim Bishop (Appleton-Century-
Crofts, $3.95). 
I N ORDER to be classified as a good, worthwhile, or successful book, a 
biography should contain one or 
more of the following items: the story 
of a great person, the story of . a 
fascinating or fabulous person, the 
story of a person in whom one sees 
reflected the spirit and life of an 
age or era, or writing of such style 
and verve that the reader's interest 
will be held regardless of the basic 
biographical material. The Mark Hel-
linger Story fulfills none of the above 
requirements in a sufficient degree 
to merit the plaudit-a good book. 
Gladys Glad, Mrs. Mark Hellinger, 
says she commissioned Jim Bishop, 
Hellinger's former secretary, to write 
her husband's life story because "He 
[Hellinger) liked to see his name in 
lights and he enjoyed seeing it on a 
book or in a newspaper ... [so] I 
decided to keep his name alive in the 
most fitting way-a biography." 
Mark Hellinger was a newspaper 
man and a motion-picture producer. 
Probably he is best known for his 
daily and Sunday syndicated columns 
which contained, chiefly, human in-
terest stories about Broadway and 
Hollywood personages. Mr. Bishop 
says of Hellinger, " . .. his greatest 
grief was that he wanted to be what 
he called 'a real writer' and it would 
have hurt him beyond healing to 
know that he will be assessed in the 
future as a third-rate O'Henry .... " 
From the emphasis received, it ap-
pears that Mark Hellinger's chief 
-
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claim to fame was that he would 
never let anyone pick up a check 
when he was in ~he vicinity. This 
was coupled with the habit of giv-
ing money to anyone who even looked 
like he wanted some. No wonder Hel-
linger had so many dear friends! His 
life was filled with brandy (in as-
tounding quantities), women, famous 
people, and infamous people. Never-
theless, the book lacks the fascination 
this mixture would seem to promise. 
Jim Bishop's writing is straight-
forward but uninspired in either style 
or content. It is amusing to see the 
gallant, almost Elizabethan, manner 
in which he handles his patron, Miss 
Gladys Glad. 
The Mark Hellinger Story shoulrl 
appeal to Mr. Hellinger's many 
friends and fans, but I doubt if this 
is a majority of the reading public. 
VAN C. KussRow, JP. 
THE REPUBLIC AND 
THE PERSON 
By Gordon Keith Chalmers (Reg-
nery, $4.00). 
T HE sweep and depth of this book defy adequate analysis and com-
ment in the space available. Dr. 
Chalmers, president of Kenyon Col-
lege, discusses current theories of edu-
cation, variously termed "disintegrat-
ed or sentimental liberalism," "damp 
or romantic humanitarianism," and 
"dry instrumentalism" and shows how 
these have failed to prepare Ameri-
can youth for the responsibilities 
thrust upon them by world events of 
the last quarter-century. In doing so, 
he takes issue with the Report of 
the President's Commission on High-
er Education, with portions of the 
Harvard Report, "General Education 
in a Free Society," and with Presi-
dent Conant's "Education in a Di-
vided World." Specifically, he does 
not accept "social conditioning," or 
"inculcation of attitudes," or "adjust-
ment to life" as valid goals of educa-
tion, nor "progressive education," or 
lowering of standards, or teaching of 
generalities as sound methodology. 
Instead, Dr. Chalmers proposes 
what he terms "responsible liberal-
ism," based on active, critical knowl-
edge of the nature of the individual 
man. The central task of education 
is the converting of reason; and this 
is so regardless of the special abilities 
or vocational goals of students. With 
this ethical basis, the end result 
of education is justice and right, 
achieved by individuals subject with-
in themselves to law. Civil rights are 
set above wealth, security, creature 
comforts. 
This would be accomplished, in 
Dr. Chalmers' opinion, by giving cen-
trality to history and poetry (used in 
the broad sense as all literature out-
side of history and philosophy). These 
subjects, he says, help to sharpen per-
ception and develop ability to judge. 
There is implicit in this the trust-
worthiness of the common man's own 
thinking. 
The importance of "developing on 
the basis of Christian faith the struc-
ture of the higher learning" is shown 
by the author's devotion of two chap-
ters to this topic, and by scattered 
references throughout the book. 
If one could quarrel with any por· 
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tion of the author's development of 
his theme, it would be in reference 
to (1) the undue emphasis upon the 
worth of the individual and the cor-
responding de-emphasis of the group, 
..-- (2) the selection of the weakest aspects 
of current theories of education, and 
subjecting them to attack. 
Nevertheless, in the words of a 
popular commentator: "I predict" 
that this book is very likely to infiu-
ence the thinking of those responsible 
-.i- for the development of educational 
programs on all levels. 
.., 
MARSHALL J . J OX 
AIDE TO GLORY 
By Louis Devon (Crowell, $3.oo). 
T HIS is the story of John A. Raw-lins, a lawyer of Galena, Illinois, 
just before the Civil War. He was 
a child of poverty reared on hard 
work. He emerges as a self-disciplined 
essentially tragic figure coming into 
his own as a man of integrity and 
ability when war came. The Grants, 
operating a store in the town, had 
recently taken in Sam, an unsuccess-
ful brother, home from failure as a 
St. Louis farmer. Grant and Rawlins 
met and mutual admiration quickly 
developed. Grant, back in the Army, 
made Rawlins his aide and, there-
after, Rawlins served Grant for the 
years that remained of his life. Raw-
lins supplemented those qualities of 
character wherein Grant was weak 
and together they formed an unbeat-
able team; together they fought the 
war; together they rose to high posi-
tion, Grant to become President and 
Rawlins to head the War Department. 
It is interesting to speculate that if 
Rawlins had lived, Grant's Adminis-
tration might have turned out dif-
ferently. The ·story of the developing 
relationship of the two men is told 
in this book. Much research went into 
the writing of it. It is to be regretted 
that the material was cast into the 
form of a story rather than a straight 
biography. The handling of the ma-
terial never quite brought Rawlins 
alive as a real person. If you are inter-
ested in the Civil War or Grant you 
will like this; otherwise I am afraid 
not. RICHARDT. SAVAGE 
LINCOLN FINDS A GENERAL 
Vol. ill 
By Kenneth P. Williams (Mac-
millan, $7.50). 
K ENNETH P. WILLIAMS has previ-ously published two of the five 
volumes which will tell how "Lin-
coln Finds a General" to win the 
Civil War. Volumes I and II cover 
the search in the east from the be-
ginning of the war until Grant was 
poised to strike for Richmond. These 
volumes are an able study of -the 
generalship of McDowell, McClelland, 
Pope, Burnside, Hooker, and finally 
Meade. 
In Volume III, Williams turns to 
the lesser known events in the west. 
He shows the confusion and politics 
that tore Missouri and Kentucky. He 
analyzes the hopes and fears that 
beset Lincoln as he tried to plan a 
war in the west while giving his major 
attention to the east. There, Wash-
ington and Richmond were exposed 
capitals on a checkerboard where 
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great battles, great failures, tactics and 
checkmates were the order of the day. 
We are shown how early promise of 
military ability often withered in the 
frost of battle. Here in great detail, 
are Fremont, Lyon, Hunter, Buell, 
Thomas, Sherman, and a host of 
others. Here, well down the list of 
those from whom great things are ex· 
pected, is U.S. Grant. We are shown, 
against the backdrop of these times, 
the starts, stops, retreats, battles and 
politics. 
Grant emerges at Belmont, rises 
with solid achievement at Forts Henry 
and Donelson, and with his demand 
of "unconditional surrender," a tonic 
to the country; but always with Grant 
there are his failures of the past to 
offset the promises of his future; then 
comes Shiloh and the near ending of 
Grant's career. At the end, Grant is 
awaiting his next test at Vicksburg. 
Halleck and Pope have departed for 
Washington and roles in the eastern 
war. Buell has been just so-so. Sher-
man, after a bad start, is coming. 
Some have failed and others are about 
to emerge brilliantly. It is all here. 
This book highlights an arena of 
action too often bru!>hed over by 
historians more intent on the action 
and drama of the East. 
RICHARDT. SAVAGE 
LYING IN STATE 
By Stanton Griffis (Doubleday, 
$3.75)· 
STANTON GRIFFIS fulfilled his pur-pose of writing "a semi-whimsical 
semi-serious book, being the life story 
of the son of a country minister and 
traveler who got into Wall Street by 
mistake and then found himself, to 
his great surprise, in the amusement 
business, and later, to greater sur-
prise, in the service of the govern-
ment-a sort of laughing autobiog-
raphy." He does just this, as, with 
humor and enthusiasm, he relates his 
varied and adventurous life. 
After his boyhood and college days 
in Ithaca, New York, Griffis spent four 
years as a fruit grower and one year 
as an English teacher in Oregon, 
before embarking for Wall Street. 
Sixteen years in the investment 
business made Griffis tired of finance 
and fortunes, and he became the own-
er of Brentano's, a Director of Madi-
son Square Garden, and Chairman 
of the Executive Committee of Para-
mount Pictures. 
The bombshell of December 7• 
1941, brought Griffis a number of new 
tasks, including a secret mission for 
the Allies to Stockholm to check the 
roll of ball bearings to the Nazi war 
machine. This was his most exciting 
assignment. 
Three times Griffis had been re-
quested to represent Connecticut in 
the Senate, but his disdain for politi-
cal life constrained him. His public 
service lay in a different area-diplo-
matic service. 
The anecdotes and lively descrip-
tions of his experiences in govern-
ment service give an inside view of 
the work of the State Department 
and of the life of an ambassador. His 
life and far-flung adventures brought 
him into contact with notables both 
at home and abroad. 
RICHARD W. DUESENBERG 
., 
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THE TAMING OF THE 
NATIONS 
By F. S. C. Northrop (Macmillan, 
Ss-oo). 
PROFESSOR NORTHROP proposes that international conflict be controlled 
by the adoption and enforcement of 
a world law which would uphold the 
integrity of every national commun-
ity's "living law," that is, "the under-
lying community habits and embodied 
norms of the majority of the people." 
It is only on such a basis, Northrop 
feels, that an approach to interna· 
tional security can be made. Our 
present attempt in the United Na-
tions is unhappily founded on vague 
formulae such as "peace," "freedom," 
"economic uplift," etc. Unfortunately, 
such terminology permits of varying 
and conflicting goals in practice. Even 
among men of good will it promotes 
suspicion and hostility in the face of 
concrete problems. Law, it is stressed, 
can be effective only in communities 
in which it is voluntarily accepted. 
International law is enforceable only 
when it does not clash with the basic 
cultures and political structures of 
the world's societies. This not only 
sets definite limits upon the extent 
of international cooperation but even 
restricts its basic use to a guarantee 
of the free existence of the world's 
varying cultures and their attendant 
social and political expressions. 
Unless there is a shifting of em-
phasis in this direction, Professor 
Northrop predicts that the U. N . will 
disintegrate and the United States 
will be unable to hold the line against 
Soviet expansion. In the post-War 
world, concrete cooperation in main-
taining peace has been minimal due 
to a long-standing and deep-seated 
fear that the United States (indeed, 
the West as a whole) is psychologi-
cally unprepared to respect the "liv-
ing law" integrity of other nations 
-that U. S. action in Korea, for. ex-
ample, has been an attempt not only 
to stop communist aggression but to 
retain South Korea under American 
cultural and political influence as 
well. Unless America and the West 
clearly demonstrate otherwise, Asia 
and Africa cannot be expected to 
make future real contributions to such 
police actions as Korea and will drop 
out of the united anti-Soviet front al-
together. 
In this, the main thesis of his work, 
Professor Northrop seems to be on 
the right track, though only time, if 
gracious, will tell. But without doubt 
the very abundant ideological ma-
terial that he presents toward solving 
the problems of East and West can 
be read with profit by citizen and 
statesman alike. This is to be ex-
pected from the author of The Meet-
ing of East and West. Yet, one should 
hesitate to follow Professor Northrop 
with too much reliance. There is a 
distinct element of pedantry inter-
woven with his inspired and gen-
uinely creative insights. And much of 
the historical understanding on which 
he mistakenly prides himself is based 
on a careless selection of alleged facts. 
This is most glaringly true in German 
history. It simply is not a fact that 
Hitler was merely the "demagogic 
facade" of East Prussian Protestant 
junker militarism, that this "junker 
- --- -- - ---
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militarism" had LO, or even did, create 
"foreign enemies" in order to main-
tain its rule, or that "the German 
problem . . . destroyed the peace of 
the world in each generation during 
the past one hundred years." And it 
is violently to distort history not to 
recognize the European-wide emer-
gence of atomizing nationalism at the 
end of the Middle Ages and, instead, 
to attribute the modern nationalistic 
fragmentation of Western civilization 
primarily to Martin Luther (and, in-
cidentally, also to Rousseau) by vir-
tue of his appeal to the German 
nation in his opposition to the uni-
versal Papacy. 
Despite a forceful pose of pro-
fundity, Professor Northrop becomes 
suspect of lacking real depth. He is 
still addicted to the naive "bad man" 
and "evil force" conception of history 
that has too often foreshortened the 
vision of American liberals. And his 
fervid devotion to rationalistic West-
ern universalism seems to have pre-
vented his recognizing that its very 
rationalism has been the major source 
of the intellectual and moral relativ-
ism to which it has fallen prey. 
MARTIN H. SCHAEFER 
BOB MATHIAS, CHAMPION 
OF CHAMPIONS 
By Jim Scott (Prentice-Hall, $2.95) . 
T HIS is an inspiring story of a boy who at the ripe old age of 21 
had twice become Olympic decathlon 
champion, Stanford football star, and 
rated by many as the world's greatest 
athlete. 
The Decathlon is usually consid-
ered an old man's event. Normally a 
decathlon champion needs valuable 
experience and the time necessary to 
perfect his techniques in the ten re-
quired events. In London in 194 8 , at 
the age of 17, Bob Mathias set a 
world's record by gathering more 
points than any other man in history 
in the following events: 100 meters, 
broad jump, shot put, high jump, 400 
meters, 110 meter hurdles, discus, 
pole va ult, javelin, and 1,500 meters. 
Naturally, all of this would not --
have been possible had not the Lord 
blessed Bob Mathias with a splendid 
physique, a love for competition, and, 
equally important, parents who were 
interested in their son and his love 
for sports. At the age of eleven Bob 
was found to be very anemic. Without 
the great love and care given him 
by his parents, Bob would never have 
stood on the victor's podium in Lon-
don to see 7o,ooo people stand at 
attention while the Star Spangled 
Banner was played. 
Even though Mr. Scott overplays 
the "All-American" boy theme, it is 
an inspiring book for the young and 
vividly portrays the feelings and emo-
tions of all those connected with Bob 
Mathias and his two Olympic cham-
pionships. WALTER REINER 
THE WOMAN WITH 
THE WHIP 
By Maria Flores (Doubleday, $3.50). 
T HIS compelling biography of Eva Per6n explains her phenomenal 
rise to seemingly limitless wealth and 
power in the light of her background 
and the social order in which she 
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flourished. The author, a native of 
Buenos Aires now living in the 
United States, maintains that Eva's 
resentment against society-she was 
born to the drab poverty of pueblo 
life in a country of great wealth and 
was born a woman in a society made 
for man-fostered a desire for recog-
nition that eventually developed into 
megalomania. 
Eva pushed herself ahead on the 
stage, in radio, and up the military-
_.,._ social ladder by attracting the atten· 
tion of any man who might conceiv-
ably be of use to her and then cal-
lously discarding him when he could 
be of no further use. "It was not safe 
to know Eva well." Nazi-advised 
Per6n was the man who could be 
most useful to her, so she turned 
her efforts toward making him presi-
dent. In the acquisition and preserva-
tion of power, they welded the work-
ing people into a weapon just as effec-
tive as the Army, used every gangster 
method to gain control of the press 
and radio, disestablished or weakened 
almost every institution in the coun-
try. 
The author sees in the politics of 
the Per6ns tragic consequences. She 
believes that they have destroyed not 
only the economy of her country but 
also the spirit of her people. She 
shows that Eva's pose as a leader in 
social reform merely served as a back· 
ground for her personal aggrandize-
ment, but never does she underesti-
mate the spell that Eva cast on the 
simple peons, a spell that may be 
strengthened by her death. The kind-
est words she has for Eva are found 
in the closing sentence: "Yet with all 
the destruction that has been wrought, 
much that was obsolete in the struc-
ture of the past has been demolished; 
the tradition of woman's inferiority 
has been flamboyantly challenged, 
and for this Eva may be remembered 
long after the poor ghost of Santa 
Evita has been laid to rest." 
CARLENE BARTELT 
It took me fifteen years to discover I had no talent for 
writing, but I couldn't give it up because by that time 
I was too famous. 
-ROBERT c. BENCHLEY 
'Jhe By 
READING ROOM VICTOR F. HoFFMANN 
The American Common Man 
I T IS the boast of not a few Amer-icans that America is the king-
dom of God on earth. If not this, 
at least it gave rise to the Common 
Man and is his Eternal Refuge. I 
have heard any number of con-
temporaries here and there, some 
in high places, contend that all 
the ages since Methuselah have 
been bowing in envy and admira-
tion at this thing that has come to 
pass, the American Common Man. 
America alone according to these 
patriots, you see, is free, and alone 
has given John Q. Cosmic Man 
the right to be born and to soar 
into untried atmospheres where 
only the truly Emancipated would 
dare. 
Our OK words, I am told, are 
supposed to symbolize this free-
dom for the Common Man. These 
are the things to which any com-
mon-sensible Common Man would 
aspire: free enterprise, rugged in-
dividualism, free and unrestricted 
initiative, and the inalienable 
right to property. 
In frivolous lushness, I have at 
times maintained that our free-
dom is God-given and that the 
American Common Man is its dis-
ciple. As I kept trying to explain 
this view to some obstinate rebels, --'( 
I discovered that like the Heinz 
products all this might mean fifty-
seven different things. And now I 
am not sure that I want any part 
of the Common Man. (Burns and 
Peltason, Government by the Peo-
ple.) 
Freedom and the Common Man 
A T LEAST this much seems basic to me. If all of us are free 
and rugged individualists, the idea 
of the Common Man would some-
times not merit more than the 
barker's pitch at a one-stand car-
nival. Rugged and free individual-
ists who truly go it alone must 
welcome the high and embarrass-
ing adventure of becoming Un-
common Men. If individualism is 
the highest priority in a democ-
racy, there must be unusual vari-
ety and diversity. This would in 
turn establish a world in which 
men are free to develop their own 
unique traits and talents, not par-
ticularly common to colleagues 
----------------
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and neighbors. According to 
Charles P. Taft, "a man as a 
man has a right to live his own 
life, not one chosen or forced on 
him by another . . . each person 
has a contribution to make of 
some small view or understanding 
of God's purpose for the world." 
(Democracy in Politics and Eco-
nomics.) 
In view of this, I feel that citi-
zens have the right to foster and 
teach their ideas, ideas that are 
their own. I want this right for any 
idea however naive, uncommon, 
strange, radical, wise, or down-
right stupid. Not even the major-
ity is justified in silencing the one 
contrary opinion. Qohn Stuart 
Mill, On Liberty.) This should 
mean that the fanatic mounted 
on his soap box, the scientist in 
pursuit of truth, and the scholar 
in quest of ultimate reality must 
remain unhampered by the crea-
tor of crowd cultures "who makes 
his own truth and allows no com-
petition." (Mr. Justice Murphy, 
"In Defense of Democracy," in 
The American Tradition.) To re-
peat, I want such men to have the 
right to be uncommon-or eccen-
tric squares for that matter. 
The Problem 
T HIS is the problem: What chances does a man have to be 
a free and rugged individualist? 
This is ironically the nub of our 
problem: In many respects, Amer-
ica is the home of the Common 
Man. That is, persons with un-
common and different contribu-
tions to make are forced into a 
pattern of degrading uniformity. 
Frequently the diverse institu-
tions, subcultures, and the variety 
of individual personalities that 
could create a dynamic pluralism 
are submerged in our mass cul-
ture. Thereby the necessary sense 
of unity or of consensus out of 
which any society is formed has 
been distorted. 
Like icing on a cake, such a cul-
ture does not go very deep. The 
Common Man that emerges from 
such a situation has no roots and 
is fair game for any passing fad 
or fancy. This is as deadening as 
six identical warts in a row. Com-
mon but distasteful. (Burns and 
Peltason, Government by the Peo-
fJle.) 
Fromm 
E XPLANATIONs have been offered for this mounting tendency 
to press every man, woman, and 
child into a common pattern. 
Many Americans, according to so-
cial psychologist Erich Fromm, 
have acquired feelings of helpless-
ness, rootlessness, loneliness, and 
despair. These feelings have been 
brought about by shadow-boxing 
with the increasing bigness and 
impersonality of modern living. 
... 
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In the movie Modern T imes, for 
example, Charlie Chaplain por-
trays the helplessness of the little 
man who is being controlled by 
big machines. In the novel The 
TTial, Franz Kafka's main charac-
ter is accused of a crime he did 
not commit. He doesn't even un-
derstand the nature of the crime 
of which he had been falsely ac-
cused. Nevertheless, he's destroyed. 
Hundreds of weak personalities 
cringe before big government, big 
corporations, big labor unions, 
big sports, big schools, and big 
churches. Weak personalities find 
it rather hard to live positively, 
to realize potentials, and to live 
actively and spontaneously. In 
short, these cannot endure the 
open-ended vistas of freedom and 
its high adventure. The only 
escape from this freedom to live 
uniquely is to conform. This 
might be the fate of the too Com-
mon Man. This might really be 
the lost generation. (Erich Fromm, 
Escape from Freedom.) 
Riesman 
A MORE significant student of American society, David Ries-
man of the University of Chi-
cago, has said similar things. (The 
Lonely Crowd.) Though Riesman 
might agree with Fromm that the 
modern American is quite anxious 
to conform to the crowd culture, 
he emphasizes that the conformist 
in his crowd nevertheless remains 
quite ·lonely. He has never really 
come as close "to others as to him-
self." (See also Burns and Pelta-
son, Government by the People.) 
In spite of this loneliness and per-
haps because of it, the modern 
generation is willing to be other-
directed by the externals of so-
ciety. It deserts the call of inner 
directions to respond to directions 
outside of the individual mind -+ 
and soul. 
The youngster who desires to be 
popular-or the adult for all of 
that-will adjust to the demands 
of the crowd. He will become a 
hep-cat, or a jazz-cat, or whatever 
it is modern youngsters become. 
The one who refuses to adjust and 
get into the groove is an eccentric, 
a dope. I'd like to submit that this 
business of keeping up with the 
Joneses in any form might be a 
greater threat to democracy than 
Communism. 
Responsibility 
I BELIEVE furthermore that the Common Man, pressed into the 
pattern of crowd culture, still 
does not understand what it takes, 
strangely enough, to make a so-
ciety of individuals succeed. In 
his conformity, he has simply been 
drifting into whatever direction 
his crowd might indicate. Such a 
person does not have to call upon 
a great deal of thinking and the 
,._ I 
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creation of brilliant ideas. Since 
the average and Common Man has 
not been asked to have any ideas, 
he couldn't possibly stand up for 
any. Since therefore he's never 
been forced to a decent conflict 
about ideas, he'll be less aware of 
the ideas that others might hold. 
How can such a person know 
about the unity in diversity on 
which every society is built? How 
..,_ can he have tolerance or grant any 
freedom to persons with other 
ideas if for him only the One, 
the Crowd Culture to which he 
has conformed, exists? I believe 
that the Uncommon 'Man who 
has been free to develop his own 
ideas in conflict with other ideas 
will have a greater sense of re-
sponsibility for the other rugged 
individualists that belong to his 
community. He will understand 
the "give and take" required for 
social living. He will know more 
about the Common Good. This, 
at least, is one point of view. 
Yves R. Simon 
A MOB can be heroic, and there are moments of history in 
which what is needed is the hero-
ism of the mob; but the thing that 
mobs cannot produce except by 
very rare accident is wisdom, and 
wisdom is what is principally 
needed for good elections. . . . 
Here is the weak point of socio-
logical optimism: electors can be 
turned into a mob, and a mob can 
elect a Fuehrer." The crowd, un-
less informed and guided by com-
mon-sensible wisdom, can turn so-
cial wisdom into social insanity. 
(Philosophy of Democratic Gov-
ernment.) 
[Conservatives] are not careful to use theological 
terms, but, whatever the theological implications, they 
are convinced that nothing is more clearly taught by all 
human history and experience than the fact in human 
nature which our forefathers simply described as original 
sin. They believe that persistently in human life, in our 
own nature no less than in others, is an active positive 
principle of evil, and that part of the constant duty of 
the statesman is to combat its operation. 
-QUINTIN Hocc, The Case for Conservatism 
(Penguin Books) 
THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces 
T HE history of the motion pic-ture in the United States is as 
fascinating-and as fantastic-as 
any work of pure fiction. Like 
Topsy, the movies "jes growed." 
When we survey the complex, 
efficient, and highly organized mo-
tion-picture industry of today, it 
is hard to believe that this vast 
enterprise had its beginnings in 
crude, makeshift studios and that 
its foundations were laid by a 
strangely assorted group of am-
bitious but inexperienced men 
from various walks and conditions 
of life and from widely different 
trades and professions. 
In his new novel, The Magic 
Lantern (Henry Holt and Com-
pany. New York. 1952, 504 pages. 
$3.95), Robert Carson takes us 
back to the days of the "flickers" 
and the nickelodeon-to the hectic 
period when pioneer movie-mak-
ers experimented with a revolu-
tionary new medium for mass en-
tertainment. 
Mr. Carson has long been asso-
ciated with major studios as a 
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scriptwriter. Extensive firsthand 
knowledge of the Hollywood 
scene, coupled with painstaking 
research, stands him in good stead 
as he devotes himself to the history 
of the motion-picture industry 
during the period before the ad-
vent of sound pictures. 
As a novelist Mr. Carson is less 
successful. I could find nothing to 
substantiate the claim made by 
the Book of the Month Club News 
that The Magic Lantern-the 
Book of the Month for last De-
cember-is "at times reminiscent 
of certain works by Theodore 
Dreiser." The plot is contrived, 
commonplace, and thoroughly 
Hollywoodian. The characteriza-
tions are pale and shallow. Mr. 
Carson's prose is dull and some-
what pretentious. The number of 
first-class novels about Hollywood 
still can be counted on the fingers 
of one hand. 
Occasionally the movies, too, sit 
back and look at the movies. The 
Bad and the Beautiful (M-G-M, 
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edly searching eye on the fabulous 
dream factory which calls itself 
Hollywood. In a series of flash-
backs we see how a ruthless, hard-
driving producer has helped to 
shape the lives of a dissatisfied ac-
tress, a small-time producer, a 
ffedgling director, and a promis-
ing writer. Kirk Douglas is excel-
lent as the unscrupulous producer; 
Walter Pidgeon portrays the small-
time movie-maker with convincing 
artistry; Barry Sullivan successful-
ly creates the role of the struggling 
director; Dick Powell is satisfac-
tory as the pipe-smoking novelist; 
and, wonder of wonders, Lana 
Turner achieves what, for her, is 
an outstanding performance as the 
dissolute star. Gloria Grahame re-
veals a fresh young talent in her 
delightful characterization of a 
fluttery, scatter-brained belle of 
the Old South. Minelli's swiftly 
paced direction and strikingly ef-
fective photography add to the 
general excellence of this film. 
But is this a truly objective pic-
ture of Hollywood? I am sure it 
is ·not. It seems to me that The 
Bad and the Beautiful never gets 
away from the carefully nurtured 
concepts that are the stock in trade 
of countless pulp magazines de-
voted to the make-believe world 
of the silver screen. 
On the other hand, Come Back} 
Little Sheba (Paramount, Daniel 
Mann) brilliantly demonstrates 
that the screen can achieve stark, 
hard-hitting realism. William 
Inge's successful Broadway play, 
adapted for Paramount by Ketti 
Fring, presents the touching story 
of a reformed alcoholic and his 
goodhearted but slovenly wife. 
Doc is a chiropractor. His Phi 
Beta Kappa key is a constant re-
minder of unrealized hopes and 
dreams. Years ago, while he was 
an ambitious young student of 
medicine, Doc met Lola, who 
was popular, attractive, and gentle 
but without purpose or character. 
A careless love affair followed, and 
when Lola became pregnant, Doc 
was forced to marry her and to 
abandon his studies. After a time 
he sought release from his disap-
pointment and unhappiness in 
liquor and gradually became a 
confirmed drunkard. When the 
play opens, Doc has been sober 
for nearly a year with the help of 
Alcoholics Anonymous. He has be-
come resigned to a disorderly 
home and a humdrum existence. 
Then a new disillusionment shat-
ters his resolution to reform. He 
goes off on a wild drinking bout 
which eventually sends him to a 
hospital. 
Come Back} Little Sheba is a 
somber, thought-provoking tale. It 
1s not suitable for children or 
adolescents. But this is a drama 
of life-a drama superbly por-
trayed by a fine cast. Shirley Booth, 
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who has had a long and brilliant 
career in the legitimate theater, 
has won unqualified praise for her 
performance as Lola, a role which 
she created with equal success in 
the original Broadway presenta-
tion. It is generally conceded that 
Miss Booth's first movie role has 
made her a strong contender for 
a Hollywood Oscar. 
Most of the principals of the 
distinguished original cast appear 
in the motion-picture version. 
Burt Lancaster replaces Sidney 
Blackmer in the role of the tor-
mented Doc. His performance is 
admirable in every way, even 
though it lacks something of the 
depth and the power which 
marked Mr. Blackmer's memor-
able stage presentation. Little 
Sheba, the runaway dog for whom 
Lola often calls, is never seen on 
the stage or in the film. 
Three foreign pictures have won 
enthusiastic plaudits from New 
York City critics and audiences. 
Two Cents Worth of Hope (Times 
Film Corporation), made in Italy, 
presents an engrossing human dra-
ma fashioned around the difficul-
ties which confront the Italian 
people today. 
The French picture Forbidden 
Games (Times Film Corporation) 
won the Grand Prize at the 1952 
Venice Film Festival. This is a 
harrowing story of war and its 
devastating aftereffects. 
Unfortunately, imported films 
of the caliber of Two Cents Worth 
of Hope and Forbidden Games 
are seldom exhibited outside the 
nation's largest cities. 
Breaking Through the Sound 
Barrier (London Films-United 
Artists) has a better chance for 
general distribution. This out-
standing British picture displays 
the power and the spectacular per-
formance of jet planes in breath-
taking flight sequences. 
Above and Beyond (M-G-M, 
Norman 'Panama and Melvin 
Frank) pays tribute to Colonel 
Paul W. Tibbles, U.S.A.A.F., and 
to the men who worked with him 
in testing and perfecting the atom 
bomb. 
Colonel Tibbles and a carefully 
selected crew were chosen to make 
the historic bombing run over 
Hiroshima in the Enola Gay. 
In many respects Above and 
Beyond is an impressive film. The 
air sequences are arresting, and 
the actual documentary portions 
showing the appalling destructive 
power of the atom bomb are ter-
rifying and disturbing-the more 
so when we realize that this de-
structive force has been greatly in-
creased in the new atom· bombs 
and in the hydrogen bombs now 
being tested. Above and Beyond 
touches briefly on the moral as-
pects and responsibilities involved 
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pons of modern warfare. Robert 
Taylor heads a good cast. The 
plot is a standard Hollywood con-
coction. 
The mere mention of the name 
John Philip Sousa conjures up the 
sight and the sound of marching 
feet and stirring rhythms. Stars 
and Stripes Forever (2oth Century-
Fox, Lamar Trotti) does not tell 
a great deal about the life of the 
famous March King; it gives us 
only the high points of a distin-
guished career. But this is a good 
show-bright, engaging, and full 
of fine music and glimpses of the 
historic past. A technicolor pro-
duction, Stars and Stripes Forever 
is beautifully mounted in authen-
tic Victorian decor. 
They have taken to the road 
again! Who? Why, that road-
happy trio Dorothy Lamour, Bing 
Crosby, and Bob Hope. Road to 
Bali Waramount, Hal Walker) is 
the setting for a gay new tale of 
adventure. The pattern is a fa-
miliar one, of course. Brief ap-
pearances-in the most unlikely 
places imaginable-of prominent 
Hollywood personalities add a 
dash of spice and color. 
Because of You (Universal-Inter-
national) belongs in the category 
of the unabashed tear-jerker and 
the hifalutin' soap opera. Once 
upon a time Loretta Young was 
a reasonably good actress. Now 
she should examine herself in a 
clear mirror and then forswear for-
ever plots that cast her as a young 
girl. 
Stop, You'1·e Killing Me (War-
ners) is based on the 1935 Damon 
Runyan-Howard Lindsay comedy 
A Slight Case of Murder. Changes 
in the plot and the addition of 
song and dance routines have not 
improved the original play. 
Two new technicolor extrava-
ganzas will appeal to those who 
enjoy this type of film. Esther Wil-
liams portrays Annette Kellerman 
in Million Dollar Mermaid (M-G-
M). Doris Day and Ray Bolger co-
star in April in Paris (Warners). 
W E HAVE a colleague who says that if he could have any job he 
wanted he would choose to be dictator 
of the Soviet Union. He maintains (and 
any student of the USSR would agree 
with him) that only the Soviet Union 
could hope to attain the level of physi-
cal comfort that is enjoyed by the peo-
ple of the United 
It is necessary again to remind sub-
scribers who have moved into new 
homes, or changed their name by mar-
riage, or gone to jail that only in rare 
cases do we hear about such happen-
ings unless they themselves inform us. 
And then it still takes time to make 
the necessary changes in our records. 
States and he main-
tains further that the 
policies of the pres-
ent Russian govern-
ment are, in most 
cases, the exact oppo-
site of what the Rus-
sians need to do in 
order to build a good 
and healthy economy 
and culture within 
their country. 
The 
Therefore we would 
again urge that read-
ers who anticipate 
any change in their 
status which would 
involve a change in 
their mailing ad-
dress send us notice 
at least six weeks in 
advance. Editor's 
''"'' r-:. In this issue of the 
CRESSET, we have had 
space to look at only 
a few facets of the 
many-sidedness of the 
USSR. But even these 
brief glimpses must 
arouse sympathy for 
the mass.:!s of the 
Russian people and 
a sense of outrage at 
the terroristic system 
which has cynically 
made the people 
Lamp The editors would like to add their own 
few words of appre-
ciation to the many 
favorable comments 
that have been made 
on the TV program, 
"This Is the Life." 
A program of this na-
ture could so very 
easily have degener-




mere cattle under the guise of a benef-
icent paternalism. Russia needs a hun-
dred years of peace to achieve the level 
of prosperity and security which she 
needs and to which she is entitled . 
The playing with fire which has be-
come the pastime of the present regime 
must, if carried to its logical fulfillment , 
end up in the worst catastrophe which 
has yet overtaken the Russian people. 
related soap opera 
but it hasn't. It has spoken, in popular 
language and through a popular medi-
um, to the need of our time and, along 
with our commendation, we add our 
prayer that Pastor Herman Gockel and 
his associates may continue to be blessed 
with the skill, the good taste, and the 
faith to carry forward with distinction 
a job that has been so extremely well 
begun. 
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